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Thrills of Patriotism 


= = 
Leslie’s for July 2nd. 


HIS year’s anniversary of the signing of the Declaration 

of Independence holds a new and inspiring signifi- 
cance for the American people and in the Fourth of July 
Number of LESLIE’S a ringing keynote is struck in 


An Independence Day Message 


By VICE-PRESIDENT COOLIDGE 





Another striking feature that will interest you and give you a 
thrill of patriotic pride is: 
An Interview with George Washington 
By William G. Shepherd 





Some of the other splendid features in this gala issue of 
LESLIE’S are: 

THE SPORT OF KINGS “COME BACK,” by Edwin Goewey 

WILL THERE BE A “NEXT WAR’? by William Slavens 
McNutt 

A Fac-simile of Thomas Jefferson’s first draft of the Declaration of 
Independence, with a notable portrait of Jefferson drawn from 
the Houdon Bust by Albert Rosenthal, the celebrated artist. 

HUNTING RATTLESNAKES [IN SIGHT OF MAN- 
HATTAN, by Boyden Sparkes 

A TROPICAL TRAMP, by Edgar Young 

DEMPSEY TRAINING-CAMP SKETCHES, by Walter 
Jack Duncan 

eae wy PAGE OF LAUGHS, with Nature Studies by 
W. E. Hill 


Other fascinating features you can’t afford to miss in 


Leslie’s for July 2nd. 


Your News Dealer Can Supply You 
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Drawn by Oxson Lowe. 
*O Say, Can You SEE?” 


“Mrs. STRONG IS ONE OF THE MOST EMANCIPATED OF WOMEN. SHE’S THROWN OFF THE YOKE COMPLETELY.” 


““AND NEARLY EVERYTHING ELSE.” 
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Say. Bo, WHAT Do THEY CALL A Cuter Petry OFFICER ON A MERCHANTMAN? 


Second Ditto—l punno. A FLOOR-wWALKER, I GUESS. 
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WILLIE’s IDEA OF A GLORIOUS FOURTH. 











Friendship: A Monologue 


H, my dear, how do you do? 

I am glad to see you. I was 

speaking about you only the 

other day to Ethel Trent. . . . 

Aren’t you getting stouter? 

No? Well, perhaps it’s that sweater 

—they make everyone look so fat and 
clumsy, don’t they? 

What a pretty hat! Where did you get 
it? ... Not really? You are lucky—I 
look like nothing on earth in anything 
cheap. If I were you I would wear it just 
a trifle lower over your face—more becom- 
ing.—There, that’s better. 

Turn your head a moment.—My dear, 
co you know you’re—well, don’t misunder- 
stand me, but you’re sagging a good deal. 
You ought to get one of Mme. Genevieve’s 
chin straps. They’re perfectly splendid. 
I know a woman who looked quite a lot 
worse than you do, and it did wonders for 
her. Still, I shouldn’t delay much longer 
about it if I were you. Looks 


By May IsasBet Fisk 


sit quietly all day long in his office—resting 
I call it—with clerks and telephones and 
typewriters all around him so he practically 
has nothing to do but say what he wants 
done, while I’m exhausting myself every 
minute. But men are so dense some- 
times, or they pretend they don’t hear— 
and they never take a hint—at least Harold 
doesn’t. 

I said this morning, just as he was leav- 
ing the house, that I was going shopping 
today. That was while he was putting his 
coat on, and then I repeated it louder when 
he had his hat on, and all he said was, he 
hoped I would enjoy myself and please see 
to the button on his pajama coat! What 
do you think of that? 

And last night I had just come in from 
the dressmaker’s ready to drop, and I said 
then—the very moment Mary came in 
with the steak burnt black—stark, staring, 
black—and if you could have heard how 


Harold went on—never caring at all that 
my nerves were simply dancing on end. 
I’d been standing the entire afternoon 
while that wretched woman kept on pin- 
ning, and at the end she nearly swallowed a 
whole mouthful of pins. Mind it was my 
dress she might have spoiled, not hers, and I 
did all the standing and criticizing. 

If people could only see themselves as 
they really are, what a lot of surprises there 
would be—Oh, where did I leave off about 
Harold? Oh, yes, something about food— 
Well, never mind but it’s just made me 
remember, I’ve bought such a clever pow- 
der to help out with the tea—makes it go 
twice as far—a sort of prepared sawdust— 
it’s quite digestible and perfectly harmless 
—for the kitchen of course. The man 
said it fed while it saved—there was a 
great deal of nutriment in it—and only a 
dollar and a half a pound. One can do so 
much to cut down the bills if you are just a 

little clever and keep your eyes 





make such a difference, don’t they? 
And—don’t think me hateful—it’s 
only because I’m so fond of you— 
but her wrinkle eradicators are 
marvelous—take away all those— 
you know—about your eyes. 

But the chin strap you really 
must have. The only thing 
against it is, you can’t speak a 
word after you’re once fastened up 
in it. I was telling Harold about 
it and he said it ought to be 
called ‘“‘the husband’s friend’’! 
Men can always think of something 
horrid to say—so different from 
women. 

Busy?—My dear, I’m the busi- 
est woman in this little old town— 
just a mad tear from morning till 
night. Isaid to Harold yesterday, 
I simply envied him being able to 





The Morn of the Fourth 


By Marie E.ttyson 


NicHtTs eyes twinkle and beam. 
A 


streak in the East—a flush! 


The Sun arises 

And draws a curtain of blue tapestry and fleecy 
cloud 

Between us and the stars— 

But not between us and the Stars and Stripes. 

Grandad, who sees to that, 

Runs up the Flag! 

The Boy astride the window sill, 

The Girl in rat-tails, 

Mother at the door, 

And the Cock of the Walk, salute and shout 
aloud! 


open. 

> Oh, nothing much— 
I’ve been in the bargain basement 
picking up a few things for next 
Xmas presents—just for Harold’s 
family. They live in the country. 
Yes, but I always start in the sum- 
mer, before things are picked 
over. 

Well, I must toddle—if I don’t 
get home in time there will be 
another burnt steak—only it’s 
lamb tonight—and I’ll never hear 
the last of it. Men are so selfish. 

You must come and spend a 
whole day with me next week—set 
your own time—any day will 
suit me. . Oh, you can? How 
nice—I fancied——... No, 
not Monday, dear—I can’t pos- 
sibly arrange Monday, but any 
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other day—... I was hoping you 
wouldn’t say Tuesday for—... Isn’t 
that exasperating? Thursday’s just as 
bad. I can’t think for the moment, but I 
know I’m fixed up unbreakably for 
Thursday. I'll tell you what—let’s leave 
it over till the week following, then any 
day—— 

So glad to have seen you. So long, my 
dear! 

(To herself, as she moves away) 

And Ethel Trent said she was going 
away for a fortnight, next week! 


The Gentle Art of Making 
Love 
By Katueritne NEGLEY 


"THE Art of making love is very, very 
simple if one only knows how. 

If the girl is inexperienced and young, it 
is always best to proceed very slowly. 
Allow at least a week to elapse between the 
introduction and the first call. After- 
wards, at judicious intervals, take her to 
art exhibitions, concerts and clean plays. 
Give her candy and flowers. After you 
have known her a long time, kiss her finger 
tips one by one; later her forehead, and 
lastly and lightly, her lips. 





Drawn by Cumsren I. Ganpe 


If the girl is wise and something of a flirt, 
try cave-man tactics. Kiss her roughly at 
the first opportunity and make an oppor- 
tunity of a slight chance. If she demurs, 
upbraid her for leading you on. Ask her 
to marry you at about the third meeting. 
Tell her you will not stand any dilly dally- 
ing. You must know at once. 

If the girl is pretty, petted and spoiled, 
shower her with attentions. Take her out 
in your high-powered car, go only to ex- 
clusive places, see the best plays in the best 
seats, give her flowers, candy and jewels, 
and above all, be sure she knows how rich 
you are. 

If the giri is inclined to be sentimental, 
talk up to her and beyond her, read up on 
soul affinity, commit poetry to memory, 
lead her to talk about her soul, and never, 
never let earthy love obtrude itself upon 
her. 

If the lady is a divorcée, merely follow 
her lead. 


She Retained Some Head 
Her—Oh, Captain, that two-step has 
made me so giddy! I must sit down. 
Him—Certainly—there’s a cosy corner 
at the bottom of the garden. 
Her—Thank you so much; but I’m not 
so giddy as all that. 





CHetti L GAWD) 


Wuy Jones DID NOT RETURN TO THE OFFICE AT THE END OF HIS TWO WEEKS’ 


VACATION. 
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ng tomorrow, Janes, / want 
you to clip all Of the Fight news 
Out of the paper before you 


bring it to me. 
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IT WOULD HAVE BEEN EASIER TO CLIP 
THE PAPER OUT OF THE FIGHT NEWS. 


Finis 
By Berton Bra.ey 
LOVED a little flapper 
And though I wasn’t sure, 
I figured that, mayhap, her 
Affection would endure; 
But in the briefest season 
She went and left me flat 
With neither rhyme nor reason, 
—And there’s the end of that! 


I had a little money 
Hidden within my sock; 
With visions rich and sunny 
I risked it on a stock; 
The market went sky-larking 
My little stock went scat! 
And left me broke, remarking, 
“And there’s the end of thai!” 


I wrote some little verses 
(And these, in fact, are those), 
Hoping to gain sesterces 
To pay the bills I owes; 
I'd take, if you should force it 
On me, a check that’s fat; 
Saying, as I endorse it, 
“And there’s the end of that!”’ 


Auld Acquaintance 
Alice—Do you know Gladys well 
enough to speak to her? 
Virginia—I know her well enough not to 
speak to her! 


The Band Master 
A business organization is very like an 
orchestra. The little man who bangs the 
big drum makes the most noise, but the 
big man who waggles the little stick earns 
the most money. 
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To Him Who Waits 


By Harry Irving SHumway 


just outside the gates, where the dust of 

camels’ feet beating settled over 
everything like a misty powder, sat the 
singing beggar. He sang sometimes with 
his mouth, sometimes with his eyes, but 
more often just his thoughts wandered in 
that inner song which is the life of the 
heart. 

Today it was his handsome mouth that 
poured forth his unmeasured song. 

“Before this sun has made its arc beg- 
gars shall ride. Somewhere a camel with 
choice jewelled leather and comfortable 
seat comes and for me alone. I will not 
even rise from my throne in the dust. Let 
the beast approach and kneel before me. 
Tonight I shall ride as a king.” 

The turquoise sky seemed a blazing blue 
furnace, but the beggar sat immobile, let- 
ting it beat on him. 

He gazed languidly at a woman who 
came silently that way. Her eyes were 
dark and deep and lighted up at the sight 
of this good-looking beggar. She spoke no 
word, yet her eyes sent their message 
straight as an arrow to the beggar’s under- 

. standing. She was 
beautiful,alluringly 
beautiful. As he 
showed not the 
slightest sign an 
angry flush stole 
over her face. 

“Think you 
yourself a_ king, 
my beggar?” she 
said, hesitating an 
instant. 














































By Joun Hexp, Jr., + Geo. Mrrcne. 


Wuen CLEOPATRA LEFT THE River NILE 
To TuRN ON ROME HER NINETY HORSE-POW’R SMILE, 
Mark ANTONY, HE DIED TO PLEASE HER, 


So pip Mister Jutius Cagsar. 


Yes, CLEO HAD ’EM JUMPIN’ FOR A WHILE. 
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Ir Is RUMORED THAT TUPPINS IS BRINGING HOME A MAID ON THE 4:35 


“Perhaps,” he smiled lazily. “Butitisa 
camel I expect. One comes some time this 
day and then I shall be even more content 
than Iam now. It will be enough.” 

He waved his hand and the woman 
passed on with a toss of her head. 

An hour later the beggar glanced to the 
left and his face lighted with pleasure. 

“Here he comes,” he laughed. “Did I 
not sing to some purpose? A finer camel 
never came this way before.” 

It was indeed a noble beast, and there 
was atop a noble looking man. As the 
camel plodded by, the man above looked 
compassionately down and threw a coin 
at the beggar. It fell in the dust— 
and stayed there. The camel lumbered 
on. 

“Never was there a more noble beast,” 
sighed the beggar. “Scarlet harness and 
turquoise studded, too. It is the only one 
in the world, that I know.” 

And the beggar, to hide his hurt 

heart, sang lustily until the heat of his 
exertions proved too much. 
The sun was just going down when 
from the right came the 
soft sound of hoofs. The 
beggar glanced up. 

It was a noble camel with 
scarlet harness studded with 
turquoise. Atop sat the 
woman with the dark eyes. 
She made the camel kneel in 
front of the beggar. She dis- 
mounted. 

“My king, mount this 
camel for which you have 
waited and I pray you will 
let me ride behind you.” 

“That will be pleasur- 


able,” he said arising. “We 
go east.” 
“‘ Anywhere, my king,”’ she 
softly said. 
7 


He stooped and picked up the coin which 
had fallen in the dust. 

“Thanks for this, also,” he replied. 

You thought this was going to be funny, 
didn’t you? Well, it is—if you stop to 
think about it. 


Hit ’Er Up 
By Barrett Loomis 


T’S not much harder 
After all, 
To fill the larder, 
Hit the ball, 
Than to muff 
And go without things. 
Throw a bluff, 
And do not doubt things 
Will begin to turn 
Your’ way, 
Let your genius burn 
All day. 
At night, 
In your dreams, 
You'll alight 
On better schemes. 
Cumulative 
Is success; 
Emulative 
Is distress. 
Be a booster— 
I know 
You’re a rooster 
With a crow. 


The Philosopher 
“This,” said the young man as he at- 
tempted to borrow five dollars from his 
best friend, “is a case of touch and go.” 


Safe 
“My room is burglar-proof.” 
“How can you be positive of that?”’ 
“Tt couldn’t possibly accommodate a 
second person,” 











The Little Table 


By Anprew McKay 


HE little mahogany table that 

stood near the door was a cynic. 

Vivian could see that plainly, 
and Claude had also observed some- 
thing of the kind. 

All the rest of their furnishings were 
new—from the cabinet phonograph to 
the fluffy, white muslin curtains at the 
windows. Their own furniture! Their 
own three rooms, not to mention a tiny 
kitchen, with an adorable gas-range, 
and a white enameled table and sink! 
Their own apartment! 

But the little table was a cynic. 

They had picked it up at a second- 
hand shop. It had seen apartments as 
newly furnished as this, and brides as 
sweet.and fresh as Vivian bustling hap- 
pily through housekeeping tasks. 

The little table had seen new fur- 
nishings become shabby, and new brides 
unhappy. A year—two years, perhaps 
—then back to the second-hand dealer! 

Five-th'rty came at last. Import- 
antly, Vivian began the preparation 
of their first dinner. Claude would be 
home at six-thirty. 

The living-room table was trans- 
formed. White linen; their wedding 
silver; the china they had selected to- 
gether! Soup, fish, salad, lamb chops, 
English peas, potatoes au gratin, des- 
sert, coffee. Was it actually true that 
some wives served their men hash and 
a warmed-over vegetable at night? 

Vivian vowed that her Claude never 
should be so treated. 

A familiar whistle sounded outside 
the window. Vivian ran over and 





looked down to the street. There he 
was—Claude! Swinging along like a 
young millionaire, instead of a hard- 
working salesman with prospects. How 
handsome he looked in his new brown 
suit, and soft, drab hat. 

Blowing him a kiss, Vivian ran into 
the hall. She would wait by the little, 
automatic elevator and surprise him. 

She heard the clang of the door, the 
hum of the motor, the creaking of the 
cable. He was coming. She turned and 
gazed demurely out of the hall window. 

The elevator stopped. Some one 
stepped out. From the corner of her eye 
Vivian caught a flash of brown suit. 
Turning swiftly she threw her arms about 
his neck. 

And Claude, who had missed the elevator 
in the lower hall, came running up the 
stairway in time to see his bride of three 
weeks fall into the arms of a stranger. 
“Darling,” he heard her murmur. 

A moment later Claude was plunging 
blindly towards the street. A crimson- 
cheeked Vivian was seeking the sanctuary 
of her apartment. 

She had seen Claude’s ghastly face as he 
turned down the stairway. Surely he had 
heard her call to him! 
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fearful and she was angry. Would he 
dare reproach her? Did he dare doubt 
her? Why did he stare like that? 

“Well, what have you to say?” he 
demanded at last. 

Vivian’s emotions fused into stubborn 
anger. 

“Nothing!” 

Claude was staggered. She was bia- 
zen. For hours he had walked the 
streets and suffered fora... a... 

“Nothing?” he shouted. “You’re 
not even ashamed? Well, you can go 
to him. I’m through——” 

“T hate you,” cried Vivian. 
think that of me, you’re despicable 

“Think! I saw!” Claude retorted. 
The horror of what he had seen over- 
came him. 

“Oh! My God!” he groaned, and 
sat down heavily on the little table. 
The little table’s aged legs promptly 
collapsed. 

Claude’s head struck the sharp edge of 
the door frame. The blood streamed. 

With a cry, Vivian sprang to help 
him. She forgot she no longer loved 
him. She was sobbing. She helped him 
to the couch, and with her hand- 
kerchief tried to stop the blood now 
running in a slow stream over his fore- 
head. 

“Oh! Darling! Darling!” she sobbed. 
“Tt was all a mistake. “I was waiting 
for you, and he got off in a brown 
rs 

“Honey! Sweetheart!” Claude 
soothed her. “I might have known.” 

But Claude’s head must be ban- 
daged, and the color brought back into 
Vivian’s cheeks, and the old sparkle 
into her eyes. Why take time to tell 
you how this was done. You know. 


“Tf you 


? 








Tue Srren’s Catt. 


The chops burned unheeded, filling the 
room with a pungent odor. The flowers 
lay neglected and wilting by the half-filled 
vase. 

The little table leered. 

Two hours passed. Vivian sat staring 
into the darkness. Claude was gone. Her 
life was wrecked! There was nothing left 
but death! 

Another hour passed. There were steps 
in the hali. A key fumbled in the lock. 
The door opened. Silence—then the click 
of the switch, and the room was flooded 
with light. A wild-eyed Claude stood in 
the entrance. 


Vivian looked at him dully. She was 





It was almost ten minutes before 
Vivian found time to say, “He was aw- 
fully old—almost forty! And I didn’t 
kiss him. I saw it wasn’t you. . .” 

Another interval which does not 
concern us. 

“Tf it hadn’t been for that darling 
little table, we might never have made 
up,” said Vivian. ‘Wouldn’t that 
have been awful? We must have it 
repaired and keep it always to remind 
us.” 

“Tt will be our mascot,”’ said Claude. 
“And we'll never quarrel again.” 

“Never! Never!” Vivian echoed. 

“Tell that to the Morris chair,” said the 
little table, who, as I have told you, was a 
cynic. 


As History Says 
Truly the more American you feel 
So much the better you will grow, 
Just like the deer, the Indian corn, the seal, 
The sweet persimmon and the sloe. 


The Menu Card 
“Hey, waiter, what is this here Meyer- 
beer?” 
“Merely a musical number, sir.” 
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VacaTIon—ButT THE VILLAIN STILL PURSUES HIM. 


The Unemployed Poet 


By La Toucue Hancock 


C®! they can talk of fellows out of 
work, 
Of life’s wild gambles, and its bad 
abuses, 
What of the man who’s schooled himself to 
smirk— 
The man, within whose breast will some- 
times lurk 
A breath of Muses? 


He has no shining talent, but, alack! 

He never gets the proper chance to showit; 
Of course, it is his wont o’nights to pack 
Whole piles of poems townwards, which 

come back— 

Alas, poor poet! 


He’s but a type of many a hapless bard, 
Whose eyes face oft an all too empty 
larder, 
Who’s never “spotted” (like the roaming 
pard), 
While life runs low, and times are very 
hard— 
And verse is harder! 


Oh! is there none to help the poet on? 
None to assist him in his painful climb- 
ing? 
What though his turn for clever verse is 
gone, 
Can you not cast a friendly eye upon 
His rotten rhyming? 


Will Government approach the problem 
now? 
(He sadly needs, poor wretch, a settled 
billet), 
And lift his race from their despondent 
slough? 
The question is, of course, not Where or 
How, 
Or When—but will it? 


Yes, What? 

Sadie was learning to read. It seemed 
that the phonic system was going to solve 
all her difficulties, and she got along swim- 
mingly with the At Family and the Ing 
Family and the Ins and the Its and so on. 
Then she struck the word “rough” one 
day, which was soon followed by “bough, ” 
which she accepted as a curiosity. But 
when she had to take “dough” and then 
“thcough,” and “cough,’’ as further ex- 
ceptions, she sighed despairingly: “Well, 
what wath the matter with the man that 
made the wordth?” 


Digging Out 
Sometimes the man who is buried in 
thought resurrects an idea. 


A Good Guess 


By W. R. GuBert 


HE dearest friend had dropped in for 

a call, and she straightway put out a 
two-pound box, of expensive chocolate 
creams. 

“Oh,” cried the friend, “have you been 
squandering money like that?’ 

“T didn’t squander it,” was the reply. 
“Tt was a present to me.” 

“A present,” repeated the friend. 
“‘Let’s see! Who’s been here lately? Any 
of your girlhood friends?” 

“No.” 

“Sometimes a family friend, passing 
through town and 6 

“Not the case this time.” 

“Mrs. Baxter felt very grateful to 
you for——” 

“She didn’t send it.” , 

“There was that Irish friend of your 
husband’s visited here——”’ 

“Tt didn’t come from him.” 

“Oh, I know now. You won it on a 
bet.” 

“Wrong again.” 

“Well, I give it up.” 

“Try guessing the most unlikely person 
in the world, considering, that it’s two 
pounds of the most expensive creams.” 

“Your husband.” 

“Right.” 

“Heavens! He must have been doing 
something awful.” 





Bad to Worse 

The Movie Manager—I wasn’t goin’ to 
show that fillum, anyway, lady. I’m 
goin’ to show some of my features, instead. 

The Censor—Don’t. If I had your fea- 
tures I wouldn’t show them. I’d wear 
a heavy veil They'll frighten the 
children. 
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Judge—You PLEAD GUILTY TO STEALING ONE CHICKEN? 
Rastus—Yas sun! Aun COUNTED THIRTEEN IN DE COOP, AND AH DECIDED THAT WAS 
AN UNLUCKY NUMBER FOR DE MAN TO HAVE. 
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by Etirson Hoover 
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“My Country, ’TIS oF THEE——’ 
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Contributory Indi- 
gence 
By Irene Van VALKENBURG 


HE evening papers cacried an 
= interview with the new bil- 
lionaire which several million peo- 
ple read avidly. 

“At seventeen I was a poor, 
ignorant lad with no assets ex- 
cept my motto, ‘Keep everlast- 
ingly at it.’ I owe nothing to 
iny man. I have kept everlast- 
ingly at it, by sheer will-power 
and physical might. That is how 
I accumulated my fortune. Any 
man can do the same.” 

“By sheer will-power he per- 
suaded my father to put up the 
money which laid the foundation 
for his billions,’”’ mused his wife, 








Lovers to the End 


By Bernapine SHIBE 


I? was an old-fashioned gar- 

den. A bench stood beneath 
a weeping-willow tree. Upon the 
bench a sturdy soldier and a fair 
maid sat side by side. His ador- 
ing eyes rested upon the sweet 
beauty of her face. She was 
beautiful. He compared the 
azure blue of her eyes to the cool 
depths of a mountain pool. Her 
crimson lips curved delicately 
into a fine sensitive line, the 
shape of Cupid’s bow. The faint 
rose tints in her cheeks accen- 
tuated the smooth oval of her 
face. Her hair hung in a shim- 
mering sheen over her youthful 
shoulders. Here and there where 
the sun caughtit, it resembled 
4 burnished gold. Our hero thought 





“but it ruined my father.” 

“Tt’s a lie!’”’ cried a certain 
famous saloon-keeper. “Didn’t 
I give him the dope on the 
Grafting business? Didn’t I 
put him right with the city officials? 
Huh! He couldn’t’ve swung a thing 
without me, not with all the money in the 
world!” 

The man who had been his partner in 
the early days laughed mirthlessly. ‘“‘He 
stole my girl and made me out a crook to 
the police. I owe him something! But he 
broke my spirit—I can’t pay.” 

A beggar in Madison Square read it. 
“There’s something in this physical might 
business,” he mumbled to himself. He 
looked up at the clock in the tower. “In 
about two hours I think I'll risk it—my will- 
power and physical might against his 
burglar-alarm system. Any man can do 
the same—yeh! Thanks for the tip, bo!” 


A Back-Fence Radical 
Rags, the Alley Cat—There goes 
that gadding house cat again. 
She leaves her kittens to take 
care of themselves and runs 
around with a different sweet- 
heart every night. 
His Steady—She’s an emanci- 
pated cat. She believes in living 
her own lives in her own way. 


Can You Beat It? 
“Hello there, Dubbs, how did 
you find the Sahara? Pretty 
hot?” 
“Tt’s so hot the lizards carry 
sticks to climb up so they can 
cool their feet.” 


Fortified 

His Wifie—Albert, I shall be 
terribly afraid while you are away 
tonight. 

Her Hubby—Nonsense, my 
dear. You have my life insurance 
policy and you know theagent said 
it would be a protection to you. 


Drawn by Rosert Lemen 


Sentiment De Luxe: “I say, JAMES, JUST CUT THIS 
ON THE NEAREST TREE, WILL YOU, OLD CHAP?” 


The Craze for Jazz 
By Wm. S. Apxins 


OSSINI made his music : 0, 
And it had merit, too, perhaps. 
He had one vital defect, though, 
He didn’t write for drums or traps. 


Gounod composed in able way, 

For him the folks threw up their caps. 
I fear he wouldn’t do today, 

He didn’t write for drums or traps. 


The great composers of the past 

Were doubtless good and 
chaps. 

But now the pace is rather fast, 

You gotta write for drums and traps. 





Drawn by James Hammon 


Mr. Bug—CoME UP HERE, MY DEAR, AND LOOK AT THIS 
SWELL EMPTY APARTMENT ON THE TOP FLOOR! 


ll 


worthy 


it the “stuff that dreams are 
made of.”’ He knew, for he was 
a dreamer. 

All day they sat insilence. Per- 
haps the weeping-willow had some effect 
upon their spirits. Then, gradually the 
sun sank behind the distant hill, and a 
shadowy dusk fell over all, holding them 
in its mysterious thrall. A light flashed 
across the sky. The heavens shook and 
Jove’s wrath held sway there. However, 
the ears of the lovers were deaf to nature’s 
forces. Then the rain came down in tor- 
rents. The Maid’s fair locks now hung in 
dripping strings. The flush of youth that 
had glowed upon her cheeks was now 
transferred to the front of her dainty white 
waist. The cherry red of the delicate lips 
ran in streaks over the dimpled chin. But 
still they sat. What cared they for such 
trifles? They were happy. 

A hurried step sounded on the soggy 
path leading to the lover’s hid- 
den retreat. It came nearer and 
nearer. They did not move. 
Then the footsteps ceased and a 
child stopped before the bench and 
looked accusingly at the culprits. 

“You naughty, naughty chil- 
dren! The rain has ruined you. 
I shall put you to bed without 
any supper.”” And with that she 
ran home, a rain-soaked doll 
under each arm. 


The Victim 
Son—Dad, I need a larger al- 
lowance. 
Dad—Why? 
Son—Mother and grand- 
mother are always cadging my 
cigarettes. 


Well-Turned 
“What makes the men stare 
at us so?” inquired the flapper’s 
left ankle. 
“Tt must be our turn,” replied 
the right. 


























Drawn by W. O. Wuson-+A. C. 








Tue Averace Man, AS HE SEEMS TO WIFEY ON SUNDAY MORNING. 


Any Family, Nowadays 


By Cuartes Hanson Towne 


ISTER has a complex— 
Movies drive her mad! 
Mother can’t bear motoring; 
Neither can poor Dad. 
Everybody’s studying 
Everybody’s brain; 
Where we once had privacy, 
Everything is plain! 


Psycho-analyzing 
Morning. noon and night— 
**Everybody’s queer’’ now, 
Nobody is right. 
Aunt Em shuts a window- 
Ah! the mini is racked 
For the hidden meaning 
In that simple act! 


Uncle dreamt of murder, 
Therefore he must be 

Something for the Freudian. 
To give the Third Degree. 

Bobbie hates a hair-cut, 
Sticking out his tongue. 

Take the boy to Germany 
To see old Dr. Jung. 


Spooning in the parlor? 
My! how out of date! 

They are half-demented— 
“Strange,” at any rate. 

What’s the world arriving at, 
What’s the subtle twist 

In the brain that falls in love? 
Ask some analyst! 


Probing all together, 
For each other’s faults, 
No one dares to one-step, 
Fox-trot, dip, or waltz. 
For, if you are normal, 
You’re abnormal! Oo! 
I’m afraid of Freud, I fear,— 
That’s a complex, too! 


When His Love Grew Cold 

She—Someone told me you were fond of 
dogs. 

He—Yes, I love ’em. 

She—Where are your kennels located? 

He—Eh? 

She—Where do you keep your dogs? 

He—Oh, in the icec-hest. I only buy 
half a pound at a time. 


Parliamentary 
“T make a motion,” shouted the tum- 
bling sea as the giant ocean liner rolled 
majestically by. 
There was a sputter of foam astern. 
“And I second it,” roared the propeller. 


Drawn by R. B. Futter 


She—GoovNEss, WHAT CRACKED? YOUR FOUNTAIN PEN? 
—N-no, My RBs!” 
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The Loop-Hole 


By Henry FisHer 


UPON arriving at his office, Mr. Enni- 

case, the prominent attorney, broke 
into a spasm of laughter when he dis- 
covered that a member or members of the 
Midnight Marauders Burglar Union had 
relieved him of one perfectly new type- 
writer which he had recently purchased on 
the instalment plan. 

“This surely is a hot one!” he laughed 
as he picked up the telephone receiver. 
“Give me Main 4448, please.” ... 
“Hello! is this the Paymore Typewriter 
Co.? Well, you people certainly are out of 
luck! Someone entered my office last 
night and stole your machine.” 

“You mean ‘your machine,’ Mr. Enni- 
case,’’ came back the astounded voice over 
the wire upon identifying the caller. 
“Why, you made the initial payment last 
week.” 

“Quite true,” explained the shrewd 
lawyer, “but your contract which I have 
in my possession states that the machine 
remains the property of the Paymore Type- 
writer Co., until fully paid for. Therefore, 
in sympathy for your loss, I shall not ask 
that you return my initial payment. Good- 
bye!” 


Why the Tiger Is Blind 
De Style—They say that druggist is kept 
busy all day filling prescriptions. 
Gunbusta—Yes; the business he does 
staggers one. 


Hubby Pays! 
Mrs. North—What’s your advice for a 
happy wedded life? 
Mrs. West—Dress well, and give your 
husband the credit. 
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“But Peter Poo.e, THE TEACHER’S DEAR, IS JUST A FOURTH-RATE AUCTIONEER.” 


The Way 


HEN I was young John 

Peter Poole took all the 

prizes at our school. In 

everything that boy ex- 

celled, and all the diamond 

belts he held; he always had his lessons 

right—he doubtless studied them all 

night, and nothing was so hard to learn 
that he would, baffled, from it turn. 

The teacher held him up, with zest, as an 
example to the rest; we heard so much 
about his worth we cursed the hour that 
saw his birth. 

Oh, that was long ago, you know; the 
years have gone as years will go; and boys 
who were the dunces then are hustling in 
the world of men. And one’s a judge of 
high degree; a man of wide renown is he; he 
makes the hearts of sinners quail, and 
sends the profiteers to jail. 

And one’s become a famous pote; the 
nations hear his dulcet note, and murmur 
softly when they’ve heard, ‘“‘That bard is 
sure enough a bird.’”’ He grinds his poetry 
machine, and gathers in the good long 
green. 


It 


By Watt Mason 
Illustration by Ratpu Barton 


Another in the senate stands, and ad- 
miration there commands. He looks so 
potent and so wise he overshadows other 
guys; if he looks wiser than he is, it’s not for 
me to say, “Gee whiz!’’ He’s made a 
great success of life, while others lost out 
in the strife. And I could name a dozen 
more who went to that old school of yore, 
and wore the dunce’s cap all day, and left 
to bale all kinds of hay. 

But Peter Poole, the teacher’s dear, is 
just a fourth-rate auctioneer. I saw him 
just the other morn, and he seemed hope- 
less and forlorn; I wandered with him to 
his room, a small apartment, thick with 
gloom; and there he had, in grim array, 
the prizes of that bygone day; the trophies 
he had gathered in that jarred the other 
boys like sin. 

And that’s the way this sad world slides; 
the conqueror in glory rides for his brief 
day, to disappear, or turn up as an auction- 
eer. The caitiff at the victor’s heel, who 
looks too cheap to buy a meal,, may live in 
comfort in a flat when has-been victors 
pass the hat. 
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Goes 


There was a strong man lived next door, 
whose life to me became a bore. He exer- 
cised in all known styles, each day he 
walked a hundred miles, he kept himself in 
proper trim, and bubbled o’er with pep and 
vim. My wife and aunt and nieces three 
were always quoting him to me. If I 
would rise at five o’clock, and climb a tree, 
and take a walk, and follow up some dras- 
tic rules invented by some squarehead fools 
I wouldn’t be so beastly fat, and all such 
dreary stuff as that. 

And here I sit in pomp and state, a gent 
of near three hundred weight, and I am 
feeling well enough to write this kind of 
helpful stuff. 

And where is now that man of brawn who 
hit the pike at early dawn, and wore out 
tons of sprinting shoes, and exercised his 
bulging thews? Where is that man so 
swift and blithe? The Reaper got him with 
a scythe; he caught a cold while hunting 
geese, and died, and found eternal 
peace. 

Thus goes the foolish world away; the 
strong go out, the fat ones stay. 











Hearts Are Hearts 
in 1950 


By Vance C. Criss 


ITIZEN No. 131,397 

(odd number indicat- 

ing masculine gender) 
felt a twitching of the heart. 

“Zounds!”” he whispered, 
fearing lest official sleuths 
should overhear his fearful 
oath, “methinks I am in love 
with Citizen No. 244,588.” 
(Even number indicating fem- 
inine gender.) 

Knowing well the multi- 
plicity of laws enacted for the 
well-being of the progeny of 
the state, he began his court- 
ship “through channels.” 

Applying at the Bureau of 
Physical Fault-Finding, he 
subjected himself to the anatomical tests. 

“Your left great toe is stiff,” announced 
the Chief Inspector. “It is scarcely likely 
your marriage will be permitted. The 
state has no desire to permit the initiation 
of a family trait of stiff left great toes. 
However, I will present your case to the 
Bureau.” 

Discouraged but not yet cast down, Citi- 
zen No. 131,397 went immediately to the 
Board of Mental Measurements. 

For a brief interval, all went well. But 
the Chairman shook his head sadly when 
informed that a grandfather of the appli- 
cant once had voted the Democratic ticket. 

“Too bad, too bad!” he said. “We 
may be able to approve your application, 
but I doubt it.” 














Drawn by Pauw Renny 


Drawn by Nonman AntHony 
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found that she, too, had been 
afflicted with an itching heart, 
and felt that only in his love 
would there be found a balm 
to cure her woes. 

“Perhaps,” he said, “our 
applications will be approved.”’ 

So Citizen No. 244,588 
called upon the Matron of 
Marriageable Maids. 

At once she proved her 
ability to make a Welsh rare- 
bit, and showed conclusively 
that she could crochet a doily. 
But there was a drop of water 
in the carburetor of her joy. 
She was detected in a prefer- 
ence for ‘The Booze-hound 
Blues” over the “Sextet” 











Do you KNow THIS Is INDEPENDENCE Day? 


But the fire of passion burned strong 
within the breast of Citizen No. 131,397. 
Still hoping, he made his way to the De- 
partment for Detection of Delinquency. 

There, however, fate apparently was 
against him. Looking through the records, 
the Chief Investigator found a letter 
Citizen No. 131,397 had written to State 
Newspaper No. 606, protesting against 
the action of the Board of Censors in 
wrapping burlap ‘round the legs of Venus 
de Milo. 

“Vour record,” he declared, “is such 
that we hardly can grant you a permit to 
wed. The chance is very slight.” 


But even then our hero plunged ahead 
undaunted. 
Conferring with Citizen No. 244,588, he 





“Keep Your Eve on tue Batt.” 
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from “ Lucia.” 

“Tt is very, very doubtful,” 
murmured the sympathetic 
matron. 

But love—despite the state—still had 
survived. 

Citizen No. 131,397 and Citizen No. 
244,588 went together to the Secretary for 
Analysis of Affection. 

Quietly, efficiently, as was the custom of 
the Secretary, they were subjected to the 
tests. But his findings burst the bubble 
of their hopes. 

“You are not mated,” he announced. 
“Your reactions show you unsuited tem- 
peramientally for the mutual relationship 
you wish.” 

Weeping bitter tears—for never can 
there be a state with power enough to dry 
the salt springs of a woman’s heart—Citizen 
No. 244,588 was led home by her lover. 

“Have courage,” he whispered as he 
left, “until tonight.” 

And that night, as she lay on 
a restless pillow, she heard a tap- 
ping at the window. Hoping— 
yet fearing—she arose. Looking 
out into the brilliant moon- 
light, she espied the man she 
loved. 

Throwing a kimono about her 
shoulders, she dashed down the 
stairs and out into the arms of 
her waiting hero. 

“Quick,” he cried, and led her 
to his ether scooter. 

Placing her at his side, he 
opened the throttle and they’sped 
away among the stars. 

And on the following morning 
they were married by a justice of 
the peace in Mars, that being the 
first elopement to that planet 
since communication between 
Mars and the Earth had been es- 
tablished. That is how Mars 
became the Gretna Green of love- 
sick Eartheans. 


WHEN 


Disarmament 
A sinner thinks himself sophis- 
ticated until he has fallen inte 
the clutches of a good woman. 
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The First Quarrel 
By F. G. Merz 


YESTERDAY I quar- 

reled with her for the 
first time. It has been just 
a year since I took her in 
my arms for the first time, 
and yesterday I quarreled 
with her. I must confess 
that I started it when I 
kicked at her. 

She had been visiting at 
our next-door neighbor’s, 
and when I called her, she 
refused to obey me. I had 
to go over and get her, and 
it was then that I kicked 
at her. I missed her, but 
she scratched me, and ran 
away. That made me real 
mad, and I picked up a 
big stick, intending to strike 
her. My neighbor tried to 
pacify me, and even threat- 
ened me with arrest, but 
my anger knew no bounds, 
and I chased her into our 
own home. 














When I found her, she 
was curled up in a large 
overstuffed rocker, and she 
looked so cunning and 
cute, that I hadn’t the 
heart to strike her. I went over to her, 
intending to pet her, and she bit me. 
Without any thought of remorse, I picked 
her up and put her out of the house. 

When I retired that evening she hadn’t 
returned. My conscience never troubled 
me, I gave her no further thought, in fact 
I was glad that she didn’t return. 

This morning I found her waiting for me 
at the front door. I took her in my arms, 
and we both forgave. I went to the office, 
happy in the thought that she had learned 
her lesson. 

When I returned from the office this 
evening, I again found her over at my 
neighbor’s. I heard my neighbor tell her 
she was cute, and that I was a lucky man 
to have her. He even took her in his arms, 
but I felt no pangs of jealousy at his 
actions; in fact I always feel proud on such 
occasions, because I know that I own 
the best Angora cat in the neighborhood. 


A Modest Disclaimer 
The Toddler—Say, I think you’re a won- 
der. How did you ever think up such a 
novel jazzy effect for the saxophone? 
The Saxophonist—Mere accident, girlie. 
All through that last number I had a 
fierce case of hiccups. 


The Truth at Last 
Old Mother Hubbard, 
She went to the cupboard, 
But nursery rhymes all fail to mention, 
That when she got there 
The cupboard was bare 
Of all save the bones of contention. 





Drawn by Ganpner O. Rea 
“SENATOR BouNCER’S DAUGHTER, EH? 
“SURE OF HERSELF? 
IMMEDIATELY START TAKING LESSONS ON THE HARP!” 


I SHOULD SAY SHE Is! 


The Hardening Process 
Prison Personnel Officer (assigning new 
customer to job)—What are you in for? 
Late Arrival—Forgery. 
P. P.O.—Report to the blacksmith shop 
and they’ll put you to work. 


Letting Him Keep It 
“Madam, this is the ‘last word’ in 
hats.” 
“Well, I'll forget that I am a woman 
and let you have the last word.” 





Drawn by A. T. Merrick 
THE PERFECT CONFIDENCE OF THE REAL 
ESTATE PROMOTOR. 


WELL, SHE CERTAINLY SEEMS SURE OF HERSELF.” 
Why, IF THE DOCTOR TOLD HER SHE WAS GOING TO DIE, SHE’D 


Happy Though Heathen 
By Wi.u1aM Huse, Jr. 


N winter, summer, spring and fall 
The heathen wears no clothes at all; 
He picks his victuals from a tree, 
And eats them raw as raw can be. 


His primitive theology 

Would never do for you and me; 
He prays to funny gods of stone. 
(He will not let strong drink alone). 


He loafs for hours at a stretch 

And makes his women work, the wretch! 
And if there’s more than they can do, 
He takes another wife or two. 


And through it all he dares to grin. 

(He has no consciousness of sin.) 
And strange and awful to relate, 
He’s happy in this frightful state! 


No Chance for Her 
Howard—Do you think your unmarried 
daughter will become engaged this season? 
Jay—No, she’s not. old enough for a 
young man, and not young enough for an 
old man. 
Buried Treasure 
Dryden—Why are you wrecking that 
building? I thought you bought it to rent. 
Wetmore—So I did, but I just heard that 
there’s a jug of hootch under the corner- 
stone. 
The French of It 
“How does he sell his coal?” 
“Sometimes @ Ja carte, and sometimes 
cul de sacl” 
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PsyYCHOLOGISTs: 


For Married Men Only 


By Orson Lowe i 


E often wonder about things. Lots 

of things. Divorce and sweethearts 
and marriage and kisses and bigamy and— 
well, for instance, an astute delver into 
sociological statistics in England recently 
ventured the opinion that the growth of 
divorce there was due in large measure to 
canton-flannel night-gowns. In this coun- 
try we manage things much better, though 
perhaps we go too far. The women wear 
pink silk pajamas, we believe. With 
ruffles. Can the increase of bigamy be 
traceable to this? 

We wonder. 

For there’s a new bigamist in the papers 
every morning. A bigger bigamist, too; 
we are developing a super variety, for 
where they used to undertake to make two 
women happy, valiant spirits now essay 
to do as much for three, or four, or even 
five. One man recently tried to keep his 
two wives contented in one flat. Poor 
dear, he did not succeed. 

And what is more, for all his earnest 
endeavor only criticism was bestowed upon 
him. Every one panned the poor guy an 
appetizing brown. His apartment-house 
neighbors criticized him, the tradespeople 
criticized him, and the police nagged at 
him, too, and his wives’ mothers, and the 
newspapers wrote unkind pieces about it, 
and the pastors all threw the hook into 
him. It seems to us that one who tries so 
hard to make double the happiness in one 
household, to make two rainbows glow 
where but one arched before, deserves more 
consideration. There he was, never think- 
ing of himself at all, just working away at 
the office like a darned old slave, trying to 
make both ends meet and to keep a roof 
and new Spring hats—yes, the overhead 
must have been pretty stiff. Any wife is 
an item of expense; a two-wife apartment 
must be just twice as hard to finance. And 
there are the children. It’s possible for 








NATURAL—AND—ARTIFICIAL. 


one’s family to grow twice as fast. Think 
of the worry. He was simply a dear to 
undertake it. As R. L. S. would say again 
(Permission of Chas. Scribner’s Sons) 
‘here is a task for all that a man has of 
fortitude and delicacy.” See what the old 
brick let himself in for. Imagine coming 
home from a hard day and having two 
wives to tell him of all their day’s little 
household thorns—Bridget is becoming so 
disrespectful that it’s positively unbearable, 
and the little pagans next door threw sand 
in Willie’s eyes, and something will have to 
be done about that waste-pipe or we'll all 
be down with typhoid, and the family 
above must surely keep galloping elephants, 
and the babies didn’t sleep a wink all the 
afternoon, and little Doris has picked up 
the word “‘hootch.” 

And with two wives the visiting up-state 
relativity is apt to be all of double. See 
here: Every time your wife gets a $38 hat, 





suppose you had fwo to pay for; two 
pairs of $23 shoes; fwo new. evening 
gowns, ‘wo fur coats, two—well, you 
know, all those things that wives 
buy, some in quantities. He was 
too ambitious, of course, and over 
estimated his powers, but we say 
the bird was a jolly old trump to 
have undertaken it. The police 
thought he was a crook... We 
wonder! 


Near and Far 
By J. G. MacKenty 


H, damsel fair with eyes so blue, 
and golden hair, across the car 
from me. 

Your eyes look into mine, provoca- 
tive of friendship, maybe more. 

Your teeth like snowy pebbles on a 
wind-swept strand peep through 

: thesmiling bow of your red lips. 

If I should smile, a little bit, would you 
then pout and frown, and say 

You hadn’t met me properly, or tell the 
Irish conductor to put me off the car? 

Each morn and every night we ride togeth- 
er. You remember me, I’m sure. 

Should stiff convention keep us always 
distant? 

I doubt if you'll be sore, for you are but a 
dental-powder ad. 


The Medical School 
Binks—Is the new student clever? 
Banks—I should say so! He knows every 

germ by its first name. 


His Social Duty 
Parke—Yes, sir, there is an obligation 
on all of us to keep as many people amused 
as_ possible. 
Lane—Is that why you insist on playing 
golf with your wife on Saturday afternoon? 








Drawn by Sumner Witners:> oon 





Her FINAL TRIUMPH: ‘THE EMBONPOINT LADY, TO THE LEFT, 1S Mrs. Lizzie ATTER- 
BURY Brass, MEMBER OF THE WAR ARISTOCRACY, WHO AFTER TAKING OVER THE MORT- 
GAGED CASTLES, OLD MASTERS AND ANTIQUES OF THE DucHEss WorSEN-WORSER, IS SEEN 
ABSORBING HER BLUE BLOOD AT THE RATE OF $72 A PINT. 
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The Old Girl’s with Us 
Again! 
By Stevia V. KELLERMAN 


\ ITH a heigh and a ho, 
Away we go, 

To the gay little wildwood glen; 

Where the hawthorns blow, 

And the violets grow— 

The old girl’s with us again! 


In Nature’s retreat, 

Her alluring-sweet 

Is a-surge in the hearts of men; 
Their pulses repeat 

What nothing can cheat— 
The old girl’s with us again! 


The old World is young, 
And on every tongue, 

Is the roll of a glad Amen! 
O the songs that are sung, 
And the draperies hung 
The old girl’s with us again! 





Joyous Confessions 
By Cuet SHAFER 

T the last meeting of the Better Brew 

club the various members who had 
achieved fame beyond their wildest dreams 
were invited to refer to their work, paying 
especial attention to the energy, both 
potential and kinetic, of their products. 
Their expressions are carefully recorded 
herewith: 

“T made a batch of corn whisky the last 
time and I could taste the guy that 
ploughed the corn.” 

“T gave a touch of my most recent po- 
tion to a cripple and he turned 
around and gave his crutches 
to a policeman.” 

“As a drayman I shook a 
few drops of my product in the 
nose-bag of a frayed cob and he 
laid back his ears and whin- 
nied: ‘From now on, please, 
call me Pegasus.’ ”’ 

“The last snort I had made 
me think I’d_ swallowed a 
plumber’s blow-torch.” 

“Every time I hoist a shot 
of mine I’ve got to play my 
bass horn to express myself.” 

“T hurled a slug down the old 
hatch recently and went home 
while my wife was cleaning 
house.” 

“When I saturate myself 
with my best concoction I'll 
stand in a safety zone and 
wait for a street car.” 

“A turkey got hold of a few 
drops of my last batch and 
gobbled: ‘Come on Thanks- 
giving. You ain’t got me 
scared.’ ”’ 

“In bringing mine in out of 
the sun I accidentally spilled a 
few drops on a flower-bed _ 























Drawn by Rosert Lemen 

Tue Cosmetic Urce. 
where my wife had planted some modest 
violet seeds. When they grew up they 
were tiger lilies.” 


Fair Exchange 
“How did they happen to meet?” 
“He ran over that measley poodle she 
was so fond of.” 
“Did he replace it?” 
“Oh, yes! He is engaged to her, now.” 


Undoubtedly 
“T think she is as pretty as she can be.” 
“Most girls are nowadays.” 


No Use 
“With all her fine clothes, why does 
she go to a cheap hotel?” 
“What’s the use of showing fine clothes 
where everybody’s got fine clothes?’ 























Drawn by W. O. Wiurson-+A. C. 
Ir THE NEIGHBORS WERE TO RETURN ALL THE GROCERIES THEY HAVE BORROWED. 
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» Sobby Soup Song 


By Stanuey R. Ossorn 


A PRODIGAL fly in a table-d’héte 
Bemoaned his friv’lous past. 

The glamor gone, he had lingered on 

With the winter come at last. 

“Ah, gee!” said he, “‘it is plain to see 

That the good home life was the life for 
me.” 

And he threw himself into the soup tureen, 

Where from twelve ’til two he died unseen 

Sing hey for the life of the Great White 
Way; 

Sing hey for the life so gay! 


The rounder who ate of the suicide broth 

Was dyspeptic, lone and sore; 

The very guy who should sob and sigh 

O’er a comrade gone before. 

But no, not so, no grief did he show 

As he gazed on the fly that was dead of 
woe. 

But in horrible hate and rage arose 

And waved him under the waiter’s nose— 

Sing hey for the life of the Great White 
Way; 

Sing hey for the life so gay! 


Yellow ‘‘White Lies’”’ 

“Three cabinet ministers are officially ill, 
which is the Chinese procedure preliminary to 
resignation.” —News ttem. 

That accounts for names like Lum-Ba- 
Go and Noo-Mo-N’ya. But what, pray, 
is their favorite disease—does one “ take’ 
insomnia or asthma? And do former offi- 
cials, instead of “Hon.,” bear the title 
“T.B.”? And if one resigned and left 
hastily, is it said that he took a locomotor 
ataxia—or simply that he “flu?” 





Drawn by Henman Patuen 
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Ace Tacs YouTtu on THE Back Lot 


ET our old men step back to Homeric 
[° times, grasp a bat and gambol on 
the back lot! George Wharton Pep- 
per and ex-Attorney General Brown cap- 
tained their respective office teams re- 
cently on a Philadelphia diamond. The 
office boy rooted and children of seventy 
years played. The players thought it was 
a ball game. But these innocent men of 
sagacity were throwing off the senility of 
the world—unswaddling the mummies of 
dignity—and proclaiming to the gasping 
grandstand that they were not books in 
breeches. 

Our wise men have too long lived for 
glory. Let them now woo longevity for 
fun. Our old men have too long been 
steeped in solemnity. Let them frisk 
freely in frivolity. Their example would 
excite emulation, and millions now owlishly 
meditating would greet them laughing in 
the fields. When the fashion becomes 
fixed we could train some future Chief Jus- 
tice to win the crown at the Olympic 
games. Nor should we wait too long. 
President Harding could challenge King 
George to box for the championship. 

The executive of a trust playing his 
team against the leaders of the Cabinet and 
Congressional League would be thrilling. 
Our poets could write epics on the spot, 
and we could burn the classics. A mighty 
captain of industry would be immortalized 
as raising such a rushing wind when he 
ran the bases on a home run as to start a 
rain-storm in the next State. A respect- 
able Senator stealing third would evoke 
more applause from posterity than was 
ever accorded his speeches. All the dim- 
pled daisie; of a happy land would blossom 
into smiles, and democracy, tumbling in 
the brown dust, would break out in ten 
million streams of amiable perspiration. 

This is the way to mix the millennium 
with the golden age of youth, and we 
should encourage our grandfathers to feel 
the prime fecundity of the elixir of the 
diamond, while we crowd the roofs and 
the clouds and, uproariously rooting, rock 
the tombs of time and upheave a premature 
resurrection. 


Our Diet Too RicuH? 


HIS is now a land flowing with meat 

and money. But we are warned that 
unless we reduce our rich diet to a cracker- 
and-garlic standard we may lose the money 
to buy meat. Professor A. E. Taylor, of 
the University of Pennsylvania, declares 
that we can not successfully compete with 
nations which are saving immense sums 
on their food bills. These competing 
nations sell us expensive dainties, them- 
selves enriched, while we are eating our- 
selves poor on their fat. 

This is an ingenious speculation. It is 
the doctrine of the simple life in terms of 
political economy. Yet it will be regarded 
coldly by warm-hearted worshippers of 
choice cookery. Human beings live low 
because they must. They live high be- 
cause it isfun. Frugality is a noble virtue. 

We could rouse the nation to a mighty 
effort of parsimony. Propaganda could 
make us as abstemious as misers. We 
could exist on a scale of poverty and pile all 
the wealth of the world in our hoard. But 
while we communed with famine we would 
have a high death rate, low birth rate, 
sagging production, and the glad smile of 
surfeit would fade from the face of the land. 

We are now saving on the drink bill. 
Food is falling in price and cash is plenti- 
ful in the banks. Our opulent tastes are 
restrained by the steadfast discipline of 
prudent habits. But we recoil from a 
meagre diet because we associate it with 
decrepitude. We fear the crusts would 
starve our generous faculties, and any lit- 
tle girl will tell you that there is much 
laughing where there are jewels and much 
kissing around a box of chocolates. 

The advocates of an impoverished diet 
are moved by patriotic sensibility; but the 
maladies of economy would irritate our 
nerves, sour our temper and endanger our 
health. The fruit of our labor must 
nourish us to greater strength. Coura- 
geous in aspiring, we are timid in enduring 
the degradation of our diet. We would 
prefer a painless method of mitigating the 
sufferings of luxury, and as long as we 
can earn the means, we do not propose to 
live meanly. 
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Liars Doomep 1n TueErrR Larrs. 


ROFESSOR W..M. MARSTON, of 

Harvard, has invented a lie-catcher. 
After flopping around for ages on the bil- 
lows of delusion we shall now navigate our 
phantom ship with a compass. This in- 
vention detects all lies through the reaction 
of the emotions upon the breath and blood 
pressure. Truth, crushed to earth, is rising 
fast. Unmitigated lies, malicious lies, 
miraculous lies—the barefaced, diplo- 
matic, three-turreted, wilful, unblushing, 
palliative, political, whispering, scandalous, 
flip and sassy lies—all are to be nailed like 
coonskins to a barn door. 

The sphygmomarnometer—we shall soon 
kiss it on the lips—does not prevent the 
invention of lies. It merely detects them 
in the act. Doubtless the mechanism 
shall be perfected to have retroactive 
effect, so that we may know how much we 
have been deceived all these years by soul- 
mates and profiteers, crocodiles and other 
tears. When it shall have been joined toa 
powerful X-ray we shall probably unfold 
the mystery of why the clean soul of man is 
delighted by picturesque prevarication. 

Democracy, however, will be divided 
into classes. Infallibly, those who love 
their facts, plain, will be distinguished 
from those who insist upon adorning them 
with salutary fret-work and glittering am- 
biguousness. Wordy billingsgate between 
the classes will be impossible—which is 
comforting—as no,truthful method of defa- 
mation has yet been discovered. Un- 
doubtedly, the fine art of conversation must 
decline. Silence may descend upon the 
earth—the precursor of some mighty con- 
vulsion—and, plunged in contemplation of 
the evils of credulous belief, we shall unani- 
mously resolve to believe nobody. 

One of these machines, affixed to a wit- 
ness stand or a promoter, will be helpful. 
It will take half the fish out of fishing, and 
cool the hot yarns of old men. Our knowl- 
edge of lies shall become so extensive 
that we shall be able to judiciously select 
the champion generation and nation—and, 
trained by the prohibitive tendencies of 
the time, we shall ourselves refuse to swal- 
low any more lies. 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 





Enriching the Language — “No 
doubt,”’ says the Luray Herald, referring 
to the French brought back by our soldier 
boys, “our language will keep such expres- 
sions as bean tote, bone jar, billy do, lin- 
gery, auntra noo, fox paws, Jenny’s pa, 
silver plate, three beans and toot sweet.”— 
Boston Transcript. 


Standing by His Word— Uncle Ed— 
Well, Johnny, how do you spell giraffe? 

Johnny—G-i-r-a-f-e. 

“The dictionary spells it with two f’s.” 

“Well, you asked me how I spelled it.” — 
Boston Globe. 


A Librarian’s Lament—She was 
young; she was pretty. She wore the tra- 
ditional tortoiseshell campus windshields. 
And she had the American co-ed’s blithe- 
some assurance as she stepped up to the 
library window. 

“Oh, look!” she said. “I’ve got to read 
some books. It’s for my English VI 
semi-finals. Look, have you got ‘The 
Four Horsemen with the Erysipelas,’ by 
that Spanish Caveman? And I want a 
book of poetry, too. Something kind of 
jazzy. See?”— New York Tribune 


Not So Far Off—W ife—lI had to laugh! 
Mrs. Newrich, in telling me about her new 
house, spoke of the spinal stairway. 

Hub—Perhaps she referred to her back- 
stairs—Boston Transcript. 

But the French Sound the ‘‘t’’— 
Teacher—Millie, don’t pronounce the 
French word “ Dot,” a dowry, with the “t” 
sounded. It is pronounced like “dough.” 

Millie—Well, I guess that’s what it is.— 
Baltimore American, 


From Her Cheap Sweetheart— Y oung 
woman (holding out hand)—Will you 
please tell me how to pronounce the name 
of the stone in this ring? Is it turkoise or 
turkwoise? 

Jeweler (after inspecting it)—The cor- 
rect pronunciation is “glass.”—Boston 
Transcript. 











He (TO THE GIRL HE IS RIDING WITH IN A TAXI) — 
How MUCH PLEASANTER IT IS TO RIDE IN A 
TAXI AND THINK HOW MUCH PLEASANTER IT IS 
TO RIDE IN A TAXI THAN IT IS TO WALK, THAN 
IT IS TO WALK AND THINK HOW MUCH PLEAS- 
ANTER IT WOULD BE TO RIDE IN A TAXI THAN IT 
Is TO WALK.—London Mail. 


A Safe Bet—In Massachusetts a man 
who speaks ten tongues has just married a 
woman who speaks seven. 

We are betting on the lady. 
phia Public Ledger. 


Philadel- 


A Knowing Child—‘‘ Mamma, what 
are twins?” asked Bobby. 

“Oh, I know,” chimed in Marjory with 
all the superiority of an elder sister. 
“Twins is two babies just the same age; 
three is triplets; four is quadrupeds, and 
five is centipedes.”—Boston Transcript. 


Unreasonable Woman! 




















-““YouR RED WINE IS MORE EXPENSIVE THAN 
THE WHITE!” 

“CeERTAINLY! Do you THINK WE COLOR IT 
FOR NOTHING?”’—Le Rire (Paris). 
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Prohibition Mother Goose 
SING a song of six bucks, a bottle full of 
rye; 
Four and twenty night birds nearly lose 
an eye! 
When the bottle’s opened the birds begin 
to sing, 
“We didn’t have such rotten hooch when 
Barleycorn was king!” 


The king was in the bathroom, brewing 
something funny; 

The queen was in the kitchen, drinking gin 
and honey; 

The maid was in the garden, gathering a 
souse; 

And they all lived together in a prohibition 
house. 


The car was in the river, another in the 
ditch, 

A doctor sewed the bandits up and never 
switched a stitch. 

The bottles in the roadway may remain a 
longer time 

To show how prohibition has completely 
halted crime.—M otordom. 


A Journalistic Nightmare 
OE night I dreamed the sun rose on 
A day that none could censure; 
A perfect day! No scandal and 
No coryphee’s adventure; 
No railroad accidents occurred, 
No murder was committed, 
No jury probed unwritten laws, 
No millionaires remitted. 
No rich man’s wife took leave of him, 
No poor man’s home got triplets, 
No Profiteer’s excuses came, 
No candidates told fiblets; 
“ At last,” I cried, “the perfect day; 
A journalistic hey-dey; 
But one thing could improve on it 
And that if it were payday.” 
I donned my togs and went to work 
As is my daily caper; 
The edit. gruffly said; ‘Go home! 
Today there’ll be no paper!” 
—Buffalo News 





The Watch on the Whine 

















“ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR MIND, MAKING SUCH A NOISE AT FOUR O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING?” 
“ THANK YOU, SIR, WE WANTED TO KNOW THE EXACT TIME.” —Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 










ike 
He Ss ¥ 


Censor’s Dictionary.—Sex—The su- 
preme sin of nature. 

Virtue—The triumph of solid mahogany 
over solid fact. 

Censor—The equivalent in mush of 
$7,500. 

Birth—An innocent exposure of the body 
while coming from nowhere into America. 

Cleanliness— The eternal state of grace 
of Little Eva. 

Vamp—A woman that exists nowhere 
except in reality. 

Truth—The letters of Pollyanna to 
Little Rollo. 

Suggestion—a beaker of milk. 

Immorality—The double exposure of 
two scenes on the screen. 

Purity—Absence of temptation. 

Vice—Holding a lighted cigarette as 
though about to puff it. 

Sacrilege—Hinting that lightning may 
conceivably strike a church. 

Drama—A battle royal between heads of 
oak, spines of rubber and hearts of lettuce. 
—Benjamin de Casseres, in New York Sun. 








Feature Stuff—‘‘ Where away?” 

“To Central America to film about six 
reels.” 

“But you have no actors with you.” 

“T’ve purchased the picture rights to a 
revolution.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Stranglehold — Hemmandhaw — 
I understand the stranglehold is barred. 

Shimmer pate—Only in wrestling. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Tt is still permitted on some dancing 
floors and in movie closeups.” —Y oungs- 
town Telegram. 








A Sporting Judge—“ Thirty days in 
the workhouse. That ought to cure you of 
speeding.” 

“Tt certainly will, your honor. Would 
you like to use my car while I’m in durance 
vile?” 

“No, thanks. I’ve seen you riding in 
that old bus of yours. It couldn’t do 
over forty miles an hour.”—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 








Confession—W. J. Bryan’s father once 
missed several large hams that had been 
hanging in his barn loft. He suspected 
that the thief did not live many miles 
away, but he made no direct charge against 
anyone; in fact, he refrained from men- 
tioning his loss to a single soul. A few days 
later his neighbor called. “Say, Judge,” 
said the man. “I heard you had som 
hams stole the other night.” 

“Yes,” replied the Judge very con- 
fidentially, “but don’t tell anyone. You 
and I are the only ones who know about 
it.”—Watertown Times. 


Explained—A guest in a Florida hotel 
complained to the manager: 

“Your restaurant is conducted in a 
very rotten way. At lunch today I found 
a hair in the ice-cream, a hair in the honey, 
and a hair in the apple-sauce.” 

“Well, you see,”’ the manager explained, 
“the hair in the ice-cream came from the 
shaving of the ice. The hair in the honey 
came, I suppose, from the comb. But I 
can’t for the life of me understand about 
the hair in the apple-sauce, for I bought 
those apples myself, and they were all 
Baldwins.” —Detroit Free Press. 


The Other End—“ Are you the head of 
this concern?” asked the stranger entering 
the business establishment for the first 
time. 

“Oh, no,” was the reply of the man with 
a firm jaw. “I’m the end that does the 
kicking.” — Yonkers Statesman. 


A Cause Celebre 




















“You YOURSELF ALSO CELEBRATED THE ANNIVERSARY OF NAPOLEON!”’ 
“*] DID NOT CELEBRATE, SIR, | OBSERVED THE DEATH O¢ THE TYRANT.” —Le Rire (Paris). 
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When They Were Fifty Miles from It 























Motorist—Sorry, BuT I pIpNn’T CATCH WHAT YOU SAID JUST THEN! 


Passenger—Ou, IT DOESN’T MATTER NOW. 
Show (London). 








Under Other Circumstances—WM7s. 
Davies—When Mrs. Warritch was poor 
they used to say she was a great talker, but 
now it is quite different. 

Mrs. Greene—Indeed? 
say she is now? 

“A brilliant conversationalist!’””—Lon- 
don Tit-Bits. 


What do they 


Going and Coming—Along about the 
time he is twenty-two a man shoulders his 
gun and goes out to shoot big game. About 
the time he is sixty he comes back with an 
empty ammunition belt and a couple of 
rabbits.— Philadelphia Public Ledger. 


Partly True—“ Dobson is always brag- 
ging about his courage. Is he really cool 
in the face of danger?” 

“Well, his feet are.” —New York Sun. 


Not a Real Criterion—J/uggs—I say, 
do you think Binks is a man to be trusted? 

Buggs—Trusted? Why, rather. I'd 
trust him with my life. 

“Oh, yes, but with anything of value, 
I mean.”—London Ideas. 


An Exception Cited—She— Enthusi- 
asm is contagious. 

He—Not always. I’ve courted girls 
who didn’t seem to share my enthusiasm 
in the least.—Boston Transcript. 


Too Industrious for That—“ Who is 
the mysterious stranger?” 

“Some kind of investigator.” 

“Working for the government?” 

“T doubt it. He keeps pretty busy.” 
Birmingham A ge- Herald. 


I ASKED You To stop AT KNIGHTSBRIDGE!—Passing 


He Could—Wife (to husband alarmed 
at expenses)—I say everything’s gone up. 
You can’t tell me a single thing that hasn’t. 

Husband—My income.—London Week- 
ly Telegraph. 


Frisk First—T7he Guest—I notice that 
hat boy always brushes my clothes before 
handing me my hat. 

The Head Waiter—Certainly, sir! How 
else would he find out if you had any change 
left?—Boston Globe. 


Would Improve It—“ Jones is always 
airing his knowledge.” 

“Well, the sort of knowledge that he has 
certainly needs a little air.” —Florida 
Times-Union. 











X-Ray and Experts—Edward W. Red- 
field, the painter of snow scenes, said the 
other day at the Philadelphia Art Club: 

“T see that in Paris the experts are prov- 
ing the authenticity of dubious old masters 
by means of the X-ray. This is a good idea. 
It will do away with a lot of hoaxing. 

“T heard the other day of a dealer who 
tried to hoax a profiteer. The dealer 
offered a Raphael for sale, pointing to the 
signature triumphantly, but after examin- 
ing the signature the profiteer said: 

““The name don’t look like Raphael. 
Looks more like Rachel to me.’ 

“The dealer examined the signature 
himself. 

“*Ves, it is Rachel,’ he said. ‘I’ll tell 
you the history of that. When Raphael 
painted that picture he was in hard luck, 
y’understand, so he put it in the wife’s 
name.’”’—Washington Star. 

The Fashions—Lady Duff-Gordon said 
at a luncheon at the Ritz: 

“The fashions are gradually becoming 
more modest. They are nothing like so 
shocking as they were last year. 

“A young woman went into a very smart 
shop one day last year and said to the 
saleswoman: 

“*T want to buy an afternoon gown « 
the very latest fashion.’ 

““Ves, madam,’ said the saleswoman. 
‘And does madam prefer a gown that is 
altogether too short or one that is alto- 
gether too transparent! We stock both 
kinds.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Only a ‘“‘Ring’’ Off 

















“Dip YoU EVER HAVE A PROPOSAL, AUNTIE?” 
A GENTLEMAN PROPOSED OVER THE TELEPHONE, BUT HE HAD THE WRONG 


“ONCE, MY DEAR. 
NUMBER!” —London Mail. 

















Disappointed — Church— Who’s your 
friend you were just talking to? 

Gotham—Oh, that’s Prof. Stargazer, the 
astronomer. 

“He looks disappointed.” 

“He is.” 

“ Looking for a new star, I suppose?”’ 

“No; for a new  house.”—Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Absent-Minded—Professor X, a very 
absent-minded man, was being shaved by 
the barber. After the operation he con- 
tinued to occupy the chair, and the barber, 
thinking he had dozed off, said, “ Asleep, 
sir?”’ 

The professor started. ‘Bless me, no!” 
he exclaimed. “I am not asleep. The 
fact is I am frightfully near-sighted. 
When I took my glasses off I was no longer 
able to see myself in the mirror opposite 
and naturally I supposed I had already 
gone home.”—Boston Transcript. 


Foolish, eh ?—‘‘Pa, whats a naturalist?” 

“A naturalist, my boy, is a queer 
cedger. He'd much rather photograph a 
strange fish than a bathing beauty in 
a one-piece suit.” — Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


No Kick in Relativity—One nice thing 
about the theory of relativity Dr. Einstein 
explained to the New York reporters. 
Asked what he would advise the layman to 
do about the theory, he replied, “ Nothing 
at all; tell him not to worry; it won’t hurt 
him.” This is not only reassuring, but it 
is one of the most transparent statements 
so far made concerning the theory. 

To our mind, in times like these, any 
thing that we should do nothing about, 
that we should not worry over, and that 
won’t hurt us, is entitled to the highest 
place in human estimation. There are so 
many of the other kind of things that the 
theory of relativity shines out like a beacon 
light in an unusually dark night. If Dr. 
Einstein could now find something else we 
do not have to do anything about, then 
there would be two of them, and relativity 
might not be so lonesome.—Springfield 
Union. 


Kidding Himself 








“WITH THIS PICTURE THE HIGHEST POINT OF ARTISTIC SIMPLICITY HAS BEEN REACHED. 
TWELVE YEARS’ sTuDy, I HAVE AT LAST SUCCEEDED IN PAINTING JUST AS WELL AS AN EIGHT-YEAR 
oLp cHiLp.”—Kasper (Stockholm). 
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His Digitalisman 























“Au, coop! Your MUCH 
BETTER?” 

“YES, DOCTOR, BUT THE TROUBLE NOW IS 
THAT MY HEART STOPPED BEATING AFTER RE- 


CEIVING YOUR BILL.” —Le Rire (Paris). 
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His Only Chance—‘‘Oh, come on! 
cried Mrs. Peck impatiently as her husband 
stopped in front of the penny-in-the-slot 
scales. 

“No, Maria,” he retorted, stepping on 
to the machine. “For once I am going to 
have my own weigh.”’—Boston Transcript. 


Safety First—A prominent New York 
débutante recently ordered “four seats on 
the aisle’ at the theater. When her party 
arrived at the performance they were sur- 
prised to find themselves arranged ina 
column instead of a row. Nothing daunted. 
the débutante turned to a bored, middle- 
aged man next to her. Surely he would not 
mind changing with her friend in front. 

“T beg your pardon,” she said politely. 

No reply. He must be deaf. 

“TI beg your pardon,” she repeated, 
louder. 

Still no reply. 

“T beg your pardon,” 
his elbow. 

He took out a pencil and wrote on his 
program: 

“That’s my wife on the other side of me. 
Safety first.”— New York Evening Posi. 


she said, bumping 


Made a Difference—Wife—Have you 
ever thought how many hats you could 
buy in a year if you saved the money you 
squander in smoking? 

Hub—Often. I estimate that I could 
buy about twenty for myself, but only two 
for you.—Boston Transcript. 


Great Success—“ How can some peo- 
ple say marriage is a failure?” 

“Heh?” 

“Why, we got over 300 presents, Harold 
and I.”—Louisville Courier-Journal 
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The Wrong Shift—7he Boss—I find 
you’ve stolen over $500 worth of stock in 


the week you’ve worked here. And you 
were said to be honest as the day is long. 

The Culprit—Sure, I was! But you put 
me to work on the night shift.—-Detroit 
News. 


Terrible Blow—“ The banker’s daugh- 
ter turned me down.” 

“Did it break your heart?” 

“Worse than that. It ruined my credit.”’ 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Choice—“ Fifty dollars a week!” 

The Old Man snorted. 

“Vou’ve got a nerve, talking about 
marrying my daughter on fifty a week! 
Why, that wouldn’t pay herstreet-car fare!” 

“Hump!” grunted the Young Chump. 
“Tf she doesn’t hang around home any 
more’n that I can’t use her!”—Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 


Simple Father—He was a good-hearted 
but rather simple-minded father, and he 
said to his son: “ John, I’ve been informed 
that if anyone buried a half-dollar in the 
garden at night and let the moon shine on 
it the next morning it would be a five-dollar 
goldpiece.”’ 

“Well, dad,” answered the son, “I 
should try it; you never know your luck.” 

The father agreed. When morning 
arrived he hurried into the garden. The 
coin had disappeared. He rushed back 
into the house and exclaimed to John: 
“Tt’s gone, John! How do you account 
for that?” 

John answered modestly: “ All I can sug- 
gest, dad, is that you got up too late and 
the sun (son) got at it.”— Houston Post. 


A Technical Error 

















“Great Scorr! I MADE A MISTAKE. I 
STUFFED THE OLD COUNTESS AND EMBALMED 


THE PooDLE.”—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 


Putting Up a Barometric Barrier 























Wife—I THINK, DEAR, IF IT KEEPS FINE I SHALL GO AND DO SOME SHOPPING. WHAT DOES THE 


WEATHER REPORT SAY?” 


Husband (hastily)—Rain, FOG, SLEET, SNOW AND A CLOUD-BURST EXPECTED!—Passing Show 


(London). 


Ain’t It Grand?—Mrs. Arista Krai— 
My son’s a geologist, and he’s piling up the 
rocks so we don’t know what to do with 
them. 

Mrs. Reese Ently Rich—Ain’t it grand? 
My Charlie’s doing the same thing—but 
he’s in the grocery line.— Rochester Demo- 
crat and Chronicle. 


Talks Incessantly—‘ Millions are in- 
volved in this divorce suit.” 

“Well, what about it?” 

“Oh, nothing, except that when money 
gets mixed up in a scandal it’s more garru- 
lous than ever.” —Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Not in the Wholesale Line—Anxious 
Mother—Yes, Mr. Roxley, the fact is that I 
have three daughters I want to see settled 
in life. Is this friend of yours a marrying 
man? 

Mr. Roxley—Not to any great extent. 
I’m afraid he wouldn’t care about taking 
more than one of them.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Their Suggestions—An unfaithful 
steward had embezzled a large sum and his 
employer asked advice as to how he should 
be dealt with. 

“Get rid of him at once,” advised an 
Englishman. 

“Keep him and deduct the sum from his 
wages.” said a Scotchman. 

“But,” said the employer, “the sum is 


‘far greater than his wages.” 


“Then raise his wages,” suggested an 
Irishman.—London Tit-Bits. 
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Then the Dust Flew—The scene was 
an old country farm-yard, and the farmer’s 
wife stood at the door. Down the pretty 
country lane a tramp, bedraggled and 
dirty, made his way. 

At the farm-yard gate he stopped and 
besought the farmer’s wife to give him 
something to eat to appease his hunger. 

“Come right into the yard,” said she, 
cordially. 

The tramp eyed the bulldog that was 
roving round the yard. The bulldog eyed 
him. 

“Come right in!” repeated the farmer’s 
wife. 

“T dunno about that,” answered the 
tramp. “How ’bout the dog? Will he 
bite?” 

“T don’t know,” said the farmer’s wife. 
“T only got him today, and that’s what I 
want to find out.’—Pittsburg Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 
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His Fear—“ There’s a piece of pie and a 
piece of cake for you,” said the woman at 
the back door to the tramp, angrily; “now 
I don’t ever expect to see you here 
again!” 

“What’s the matter, lady? Is yer goin’ 
t’ move?” was the unexpected reply. 
—VYonkers Statesman. 














NEW MOVES IN THE MOVIES 
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The Rest of the Fairbanks Family 


By Myron M. STEARNS 


ASSING rapidly from Our Mary 
Pickford Fairbanks (Mrs.) to 
Douglas Fairbanks (Mr.) we come 
to one of the brightest spots in 

American Film History. 

Doug has always been unusually bright. 

They tell of a man in an insane asylum 
(why insanity should be suggested is a 
mystery—but it just happened to come 
up in connection with Doug’s pictures) 
who went happily around wheeling a 
wheelbarrow upside down. A visitor 
asked him why he didn’t turn it right side 
up and wheel it the regular way. 

“No,” he said, after he’d thought for 
a moment in an insane sort of way: “I 
tried that once, and they put bricks in it.” 

It is on the principle illustrated by this 
little pastoral incident that Douglas has 
risen to his present heights of fame, for- 
tune, and fanciful foolishness. He has 
adhered rigidly to several fixed rules. 

Rule 1. When eating an apple, push 
back the chair instead of proceeding in 
the regular way, and place the apple under 
the table as if to hide it. Then hurry 
from the room, smiling. Return on the 
run, jump and catch the:chandelier. Hang 
from this by the knees until your head 
touches a dish, then walk on the hands 
to the side of the table. Lie across the 
table with one toe hooked under the far 
edge, and with the head hanging down bite 
pieces out of the apple as it lies on the 
floor, smiling. If the apple is out of reach, 
the table-leg will do. Care should be 
taken, however, to see that the chandelier 
is firmly attached to the ceiling, asa mishap 
at this point would precipitate the actor 
into the food, resulting in a Sennett instead 
of a Fairbanks film. 

Rule 2. Don’t walk; run. 

Rule 3. Always smile brightly, as if in 
great pain or pleasure. The American pub- 
lic loves teeth. 

Rule 4. Whenever you are asked by a 
European King or other monarch to take a 
chair, instantly wheel and face the chair, 
leap over it, turn a somersault, and crawl 
back forward on belly under the chair, 
coming up in front of it as required, and 


sinking back into it gracefully, smiling. 
This method is almost sure to surprise the 
king, as well as the audience. 

Rule 5. When receiving distinguished 
visitors, invariably leap to the top of the 
piano before the maid ushers them into 
the room, and lie motionless, like bric-a- 
brac, until they are seated. Then while 
they are still wondering what is keeping 
their host, jump lightly to the center of the 
circle and greet them with a bright smile. 

Rule 6. When escaping from burglars, 
kidnappers, policemen or other dangerous 
characters through coal-bins, stoke-holes, 
or places of any questionable nature what- 
soever, be sure to keep cuffs, collar and 
buzzem of full dress shirt, as well as smile, 
clean and bright. A more manly way, 
however, is not to escape at all, but merely, 
to push the first burglar, kidnapper, or po- 
liceman suddenly and unexpectedly against 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


SCRAP IRON 
A typical Charles Ray picture with a 
punch delivered in a prize ring only 
ay messed up by the censors. 
THE K 
Chartie Chaplin in six reels of whimsical 
nonsense with a rather tender thread of 
story besides. 
THE FOUR HORSEMEN 
A powerful picturization of episodes from 
Ibanez’s episodic novel of world-drama. 
THE BIRTH OF A NATION 
Griffith's first famous film, just begin- 
ning to prove that good pictures remain 


good. 
DECEPTION 
wonderful foreign spectacle drama, 
ing England in the 16th century. 
PASSION" 
Somewhat similar spectacle drama, of 
a -historical nature, showing Pola 
egri in the French Revolution. 
Gyrst" BLOOD 
Perhaps the most artistic of the foreign 
a yet shown here—Pola Negri in the 
agedy “‘Carmen.” 
Way ‘DOWN EAST 
4 ya SS melodrama—ten months 


SENTIMENTAL proMMy 
A rather reverently produced and fairly 
effective picturization of the famous 
Barrie novel. 

DREAM STREET 
A complicated and almost allegorical 
= = the London slums, with more 

au an conv: ’ 

A YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT 
Very effective comedy made from the 
Mark Twain conception of a modern 
American in ancient England. 

a ty | THE BACK DOOR 

Mary Pickford’s latest, about as pleasing 
as the rest—and not particularly different. 
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the one behind, so that they all go down 
like a row of dominoes. 

Rule 7. Train yourself in jumping. 
Starting with a simple leap, like a standing 
high jump, develop the art until a high 
jump can be made at any moment, under 
any conditions, from any position. 

Notes: Strict adherence to the truly 
American Spirit of Rule 2 has done almost 
as much to raise Douglas in popular esteem 
as high jumping under Rule 6. It is from 
inspiring rules such as this that we get 
such slogans as “See Fairbanks First.” 

To Rule 3 is to be laid the foundation of 
the Fairbanks fortune, developed from the 
evidence that he is an incurable optimist. 

Rule 6, it should be observed, has 
enabled Doug to secure his reputation of 
Champion American jumper from any 
position, including the sitting. His won- 
derful jump of 18 feet 6*8 inches from the 
back of the neck (Am. record) enabled him 
to regain the ledge of the second story 
window from which he had leaped the 
moment before in time to escape the detec- 
tion of the entire band of thirty-one (31) 
bandits that were pursuing him on horse- 
back at break-neck speed. 

Glancing back over these few notes, it is 
easy to see why Doug is what he is, but a 
little hard to tell what he will be next 
year or the year after, or say leap year. 

Any studious young man of a serious na- 
ture, in horn-rimmed spectacles, can find, 
by analysis, that Fairbanks has furnished 
almost as much fun as foolishness, .and is 
still far from obsolete. Americans like his 
frivolities, and are not, :.s yet, too fas- 
tidious in the matter of novelty. Doug 
preaches to them, and they like it. The 
four main points of his sermonizing, his 
firstly, secondly, thirdly, and fourthly, are 
optimism, vitality, activity, and nonsense. 
He usually mentions Romance and Pictor- 
ial beauty in passing, but frequently fails 
to specify wherein. 

But how long will the American Public, 
or that portion of it that makes Fairbanks’ 
pictures profitable, be satisfied with acro- 
batic optimism and vigorous vaudeville? 
Next week: Picking Peaches for the Screen 
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Golferwocky 
By Ray Car Ibe 
(With apologies to Lewis, Christ- 
mas, and all the other carols.) 
"T WAS mashie, and the distant 
green 
Did spoon and baffie to the dub; 
All bunker did the bogey seem, 
And every woodenclub. 


“ Beware the Golferwock, my son! 
The water deep, the hillside roll! 
Beware the driver bird, and shun 
The scrumptious nineteenth- 
hole.”’ 


He took his lofter short in hand: 
Long time the sand-trap foe he 
sought. 


So rested he by the eighteenth tee, 


And stood awhile in thought. 


And as in niblick thought he stood, 
The Golferwock with eyes of flame, 
Came eag’ling through the birdie wood, 


And stymied as it came! 


One, two! One, two! And through, and 


through 


The midiron blade went snicker-snack! 


He left it dead, and with its head 
He puttered slowly back. 


“ And hast thou slain the Golferwock? 


Come to my arms, my brassie boy! 


Oh, medal play! And match, today!” 


He chortled in his joy. 


*Twas mashie, and the distant green 


Did ‘spoon and baffie to the dub; 


All bunker did the bogey seem, 
And every woodenclub. 
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““Yo-HO, THERE! 





Drawn by Cuartes A Hones 


“Hey! Quir WAGGING YOUR TAIL BACK THERE! YOU'RE ROCK 
ING THIS PLANE SOMETHING AWFUL!” 


Locked Out 


By Davip Ferris KirBy 
I™ just a yeller pup, 
A-barkin’ in the night; 
I hate to get you up, 
I know it isn’t right. 


But when you went to bed, 


You locked the doors all ’round, 


And left me out. I dread 
To sleep upon the ground. 


The wind is bitter cold, 
And snow is in the air. 
If I may be so bold, 
I’d like my cosy chair. 


And so I ’pologize 
For waking working men, 
And hope you'll close your eyes 
An’ go to sleep again. 


Barn Raising 
By James A. SANAKER 
LAST Saturday, Freckles and 

Speckles and me, 
Went out to old Hiram Brown’s 
barn-raising bee, 
He didn’t invite us, the stingy 
old cuss, 
But they wouldn’t have got the 
barn up without us/ 


There weren’t so many to help 
Mr. Brown, 

For he has a mean reputation in town. 

So Saturday, Freckles and Speck- 
les and me 

Were busy as any three fellows 


could be. 


We fetched ’em their hammers and fetched 
’em more nails, 

We handed ’em boards and we handed ’em rails, 

Till dinner-time came, and right then 
you should see 

What was eaten by Freckles and Speckles 
and me. 


Pa says Brown isstingy, I guess that’s nolie; 
But Mrs. Brown gave us more cookies and pie 
Than any three fellows could eat and still be 
As happy as Freckles and Speckles and me. 


Uncle Frank 
I LOVE my Uncle Frank the best 
Of all my father’s brothers, 
Because he’s nicer than the rest 
And richer than the others; 


And when he comes to see my dad, 
He’s always sure to holler, 

“ Hello, there, son!” or “ How’s the lad?” 
And slip me half-a-dollar. 





RIGHT SIDE UP, SIR; OR I'LL PUT You IN IRONS!” 
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Jocko, THE MONK, FAILS TO TAME HIS BUCKING BRONCHO. 


Who’s Who in Zooland 


By Mary Grauam Bonner 
THe Coypu Rar 


“T AM the Coypu Rat. To many that 

may not seem an important fact. To 
me it is more important than any other. I 
am well satisfied. I do not ask to be a 
boy, nor do I ask to be a girl. I would 
rather be a Coypu Rat. As a Coypu Rat 
I know how to behave myself according to 
Coypu Rat ways. 

“Tf I were a boy or a girl I would con- 
stantly be getting into trouble. I would 
be looking for a pond when I should be on 
my way to school. I would be trying to 
arrange my whiskers when I should be 
combing my hair or washing behind my 
ears. It would keep me in a state of 
constant excitement and nervousness. 

“So I not only think it is an 


**00-00-00!” 
““OO-00” says the Owl to his Mate in the 
tree; 
“00-00,” says his Mate, “I’m beginning 
to see, 
“For the sun’s going down on its course in 
the West, 
“ And Earth’s busy people will soon go to 
rest.” 
“OO-00,” says the Owl,“ some food I must 
find, 
For when the sun comes again, then I’ll be 
blind.” 
Oh, Mr. Gobbler! 
Strut, strut, strut; 
Sleep, sleep, sleep; 
Gobble, gobble, gobble; 
Eat, eat, eat; 
So he’ll strut and gobble, and sleep and eat, 
’Tilhe’s fat enough for a Thanksgiving treat. 


The Lesson of Lazy Tim 


By Wituram Hace 


‘THE wail of a fool who, hating school— 
Thus fools are always bent— 
Expressed the wish to become a fish 
And change his element. 


“Look, mother, I’m tired of being a boy,” 
Whined lazy little Tim; 

“T’ll be a fish, with no work to do, 
Nothing but eat and swim. 


“T’ll be a fat gold-fish in a globe, 
And never go to school; 

I'll just stay at home and have such fun, 
Although against the rule. 


“ And every morning I’ll gleeful say, 
When the old bell begins: 
I can't go to school to-day, you know, 
Because I’ve wet my fins! 











important fact that Iam a Rat, I 
think it is a wonderful fact. 

“Here I am in the zoo. My 
home was in South America. I 
am the largest rat in existence. 
There’s nothing small or petty 
about me. I’m a generous rat, 
generous in size and generous in 
praise to myself. 

“But I get praise from others 
too—for when I’m sold as a fur 
I’m given a stylish shop name of 
South American Beaver or Nutria. 

“T am the Coypu Rat, 

“And I’m rather inclined to 

be fat!” 





What Do You Mean, Stingy? 
My sister says I’m stingy 

But then, she always kicks, 
For when I have some lollypops 
I give her all the sticks. 


That Fixed Him 
“My word,” said Mister Duck, 
“that 
Rooster crows an awful lot, 
He doesn’t do a thing all day 
But brag; it makes me hot.” 


“Oh, well,” said Mrs. Duck, “all 
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“And then I’ll swim around my 
sea, 
And wag my fins and tail, 
And splash the water far and wide, 
As happy as a whale. 


“T tell you, mother, I do believe 
There would be fewer fools 
If the teachers all dropped dead, 
some day, 
And _ there 
schools.” 


were no more 


Jack o’ Lantern 
Jack o’Lantern is a scary fellow, 
Made from a pumpkin round and 
yellow. 


Fiery mouth and nose and eyes! 
Goodness! How he terrifies! 


But he’s just a harmless fellow, 
Made from a pumpkin round and 
yellow. 





Watch Out! 
Take a big pumpkin, 
And scoop it out clean; 
Cut the eyes and a mouth 
And a nose in between; 
Put a candle inside it, 
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Are apt to brag, you know. 
I wouldn’t talk, if I were you 
For you can’t even crow.” 





Drawn by S. Devevante 
NIGHTMARE OF THE BOY WHO WENT TO THE Zoo AND 
THE AQuARIUM ON THE SAME DAY. 
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And light it. O Gee! 
And I'll have a Goblin 
To scare all—but me. 











WITH THE COLLEGE 
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Now, GLADyYs Is A RIPPING GIRL; 
IN FACT, SHE TOLD ME SO; 
SHE’S BRILLIANT, AND SHE IS £0 GooD— 
For wuat I po Not KNow. 
—Pennsyloania Punch Bowl. 





Rondeau 
I LONG to be in dreamland, where 
I might my lady’s visions share 
Within her fancy’s castle gay, 
For sweetest whimsies skip and play 
About her rich Elysian lair. 


She’s lovely as the fairest fay, 
So be the castle gay or grey 
I must admit that it is there 

I long to be. 


She’s beautiful; divinely fair; 

Her dreams are void of earthly care— 
So, Princess, harken while I pray, 
And do not frown if I should say, 

King of your castle in the air 

I long to be. 
—Yale Record. 


Goes "Way Back 

Ange—Who wrote that ditty, “ There’s 
Only One Girl in the World for Me?” 

Alex—Adam, __ probably.— Vanderbilt 
Jade. 

Danger 

She—I don’t think you love me any 
more; you never fuss over me. 

He—Tut, tut! I had one with your 
mother over you this morning.—Chicago 
Phoenix. 


Courtesy 
“T beg your pardon,” said the con- 
vict, as the governor passed his cell. 
—Virginia Reel. 


Selfish 

“Your husband is mighty good to 
you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, I’ve heard he has bought 
a washing-machine for you.” 

“Not for me; he’s heard that it’s a 
good thing to make beer in.”—Caro- 
lina Tar Baby. 


One Reason 
Shopkeeper—Why don’t you write 
me a check for the amount that you 
owe me? 
Debtor—Ah, that would be against 
my principle—Cornell Widow. 


A Thirsty Chap 
Tailor (measuring coat for customer) 
—How about pockets, sir? 
“Quart size, please.”—Orange Peel. 
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"Goodnight. Bill” 





THAT LOW DOWN FEELING, WHEN YOU SEE 
ONE OF THEM THAT YOU SHOULD HAVE DANCED 


WITH BUT DIDN’T.—Wachington Dirge. 
28 








“Do YOU THINK A GrRL SHOULD LEARN TO 
LOVE BEFORE TWENTY-ONE?” 
“No, INDEED, THAT’S TOO BIG AN AUDIENCE.” 


—Brown Jug. 
Sharp Eyes 
Frat—We have a new dish-washer at 
the-house. 


Frater—How so? 
“T noticed the difference in the finger- 
prints on my plate.”— Penn State Froth. 


Whozat? 
I’ve heard of Byron, Shelly, Keats, 
Of Kipling, Tennyson, 
But one thing’s always worried me 
Who is this bird, Anon? 
—Texas Scalper. 


It Is a Wise Landlady 
Visitor—Does Mr. Crawford, a student, 
live here? 
Landlady—Well, Mr. Crawford lives 
here, but I thought he was a night watch- 
man.—7T orento Goblin. 


Internal Evidence 
Lowbrow—This book has been written 
since January. 
Highbrow—How so? 
“Tn chapter one it says ‘Cuthbert gave 
a dry cackle.’””—Stanford Chaparral. 


A Slow One 
“What would you say, dear, if I put 
my arm around you?” asked the inexperi- 
enced youth. 
“At last!” responded the lady fair. 
—Missouri Showme. 
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Drawn by Herman Pater 


Watering the Flowers—‘“The bride 
wore a suit of brown and her HAT was a 
spring located for the present WITH THE 
BRIDE’S ROSES.”—Nashville Tennessean. 
(M. H. Little.) 


Ililuminating—“Out of the clear sky 
there came a crash that was like a cannon’s 
roar. Thecar filled instantly with a cloud 
of dust. Men and women were hurled 
to the floor. My wire was picked up and 
thrown clear across the table, LIGHTING IN 
my LAMP.” —N. Y. Times. (Wm. A. Stone.) 


There’s a Catch in It—‘‘Clyde Wolfe, 
young son of Mr. and Mrs. C. R. Wolfe, of 
North Sixth street, suffering with a pain- 
fully lacerated tongue, as a result of an ac- 
cident Wednesday night. The lad fell, 
while playing, and catching his tongue in 
his mouth almost severed it.”—Wheeling 
(W. Va.) Register. (W. E. Anderson.) 


A Quadripedal Wonder—‘ When last 
seen the missing woman, who is a brunette, 
five feet four inches in height, wore a dark 
blue serge dress, light brown beaver sailor 
hat, BLACK SHOES and BLACK TIE PUMPS.” 
—Daily News. (M. Kaulfuss.) 


The New Masculine Styles—‘ The 
bride and the matron of honor, Mrs. 
Ellis Deaver, of Paris, advanced to the al- 
tar and were joined by the 
groom and HIS BEST MAN WITH 





This Week’s Prize “‘Break”’ 


Contributed by Victor LAURISTON 
Chatham, Ont. 


Frightening the Life into Him 


“Judge Keidan released the young 
man with a warning not to kill him- 
self for at least one year. “IF you 
DO SO I WILL HAVE YOU ARRESTED,” 
the Judge said, and Charlton prom- 
ised.—T oronto (Ont.) Globe. 











His Mislaid Member—‘“Carlin gave 
his home as Pittsburg, Pa., and said he met 
with the accident as he jumped from the 
car after riding the bumpers from Cincin- 
nati to Dayton. 

“He was found wandering about East 
Fifth street early yesterday morning. He 
did not know that he had lost his Arm. It 
was found along the railroad track later in 
the morning.”—Dayton (Ohio) Journal. 
(Walter V. Sharp.) 


At the Witching Hour—“One wreck 
was reported, a Southern Railway mail 
train running into a washout near Laurel, 
Miss., and toppling into a witcH. One 
passenger was killed.”.—Memphis Com- 
mercial Appeal. (J.W. Preston.) 


The Real Estate Man’s Kid 





IMPORTED LACE AND A BRIDAL 
veIL.”—Fulton (Mo.) Daily 
Sun. (Miss V. Reno.) 


The Volstead Weapon— 
“Facendo also is facing a 
charge of manslaughter, it 
being alleged he caused the 
death of a man in Palmer by 
HITTING him with a MOTOR 
TRUCK used in illegal liquor run- 
ning.”—New London (Conn.) 
Day. (James C. O’Connor.) 


The Thrifty Bivalve— 
“The process consists in in- 
troducing tiny metal pellets or 
other foreign objects into the 
OYSTER’S ECONOMY when the 
latter is three years old.”— 
Detroit Free Press. (R. French.) 


““*BesT BEHAVED BABY IN THE ParisH, 





folk. 





’ Dr. GRANT SAYS OF CHILD HE 


FounD.”—New York Evening Mail. (Roy K. Moulton.) 
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Life Extension Service—“ Oscar Field, 
a negro, tried in the circuit court of Norfolk 
county yesterday for double murder, got a 
LIFE sentence for one killing and FIVE 
YEARS ADDITIONAL for the other.’”—WNor- 
(Va.)  Ledger-Dispatch. (F. J. 
Peterson.) 


Water Craft—‘Planning to outwit 
their friends of rice-throwing proclivities, 
the couple were taken in a taxi DOWN THE 
Mississipp1 River to board a launch for 
McGregor.” —Publishers Auxiliary. (S. 
M. Kronberg.) 


She Just Blew—“ Lieut. Michael Eng- 
strom, in charge of the North Side station, 
reported that North Side police have been 
unable to find any trace of her. She is 
described as having blue eyes AND LIGHT 
BLUE HAIR.” —Minneapolis Tribune. (W. 
R. Starbuck.) 


Bonnetted Above and Below—“ How 
queerly look the people of ’71 from our 
eyes of1g21. The fashionable women then 
lolling in the hansom cabs and Victorias 
wore dainty bonnets that tied under their 
pretty CHINS AND HOOPSKIRTS.”—Phila- 
delphia Public Ledger. (Thomas L. Elwyn.) 


But They Didn’t Arrest Her—“ The 
bride was lovely in a chic gray hat, rose 
adorned, gray slippers and an 
exquisite corsage bouquet of 
pink roses and valley lilies 
completing the costume.”— 
Los Angeles Evening Herald.) 
(J. R. Craig.) 


Her Breathless Rising— 
“Mrs. Price seemed to sleep 
soundly the remainder of the 
night. In the morning WHEN 
SHE AROSE SHE WAS NOT 
BREATHING and apparently 
had suffered a spasm.”— 
Bucolic (Cal.) Press. (Waldro 
Drake.) 


Justified Cannibalism— 
“A man was arrested yester- 
day on the charge of having 
EATEN a cabman for demand- 
ing more than his fare.”— 
Brooklyn Eagle. (W. Weisman.) 

















Oh You Skinny / 


Why stay thin as a rail? You don't 
haveto! And you don’t have to go through 
life with a chest that the tailor gives you ; 
with legs you can hardly stand on. And 
whet about that comech that flinches 


The only way to ‘- well is to bui d up 
your body—all of it, through Nature's 
methods—not by pampering the stomach. 
It is not fate that is making you a failure ; 
it's that poor emaciated body of you 


face, and the world loves healthy peop 
So be we ee Sa STRONG VITAL. 
That's living. Mention the ailments upon 
which you wish Special Information and 
send with a 10c piece (one dime) to help 
y postage on my slat ‘alk on 
Frinnese and my book, “Prometion 
and Conservation of Health, 
and Mental Energy."’ Don't 
ut it off—send for my free book Right 


LIONEL STRONGFORT 











BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 
the Author 


H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc., 
118 West 31st Street, New York 
































Drawn by R. B. Forrer 


Tue SNEEZE. 


His Corking Time 
So Oscar writes he can’t get away from 
Cuba on account of the ship strike? Bottled 
up there, as it were. 
Bottled? Humph! You mean unboitled! 


Obligatory 
North—The bible says that man was 
made to labor. 
West—You bet he was! 
did it voluntarily! 


“STAMMERING 


ifs Guse 


You can be quickly cured if you stammer. » » 10 
cents, coin or stamps, for 288 page cloth bound book on 
Stammering and Stutteri It tells how I cured my- 
self after Stammering and Stuttering for 20 years, 


BLNIAN N. BOGUE, 3206 Bogue Budding, 11479. Ill. St., 1 
ROMEIKE’S (irri codsoual neseaee 


c « »pings whicn may appear about you, your friends orany 
Rect on which you may want to be ‘ “up-to-date,” very 

hewapaper or periodical of importance in the United States 

and Europe is searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings, 


HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue New York 
mail false teeth, old or 


FOR SPOT CAS broken ky 


Bue. watches, old gold, silver, Gash by War nds, 
ar Stamps, un postage, by return mail 
Goods returned in 10 days if you're not sat isfled 

THE OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO 
281 Lennox Bidg., Cleveland, ‘Ohio 


No one ever 
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Drawn by Antuur T. Merrick 
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GAMBLING 


A FEW EVERYDAY GERMS UNDER THE MICROSCOPE. 


Suggestions for the Kind- 
Hearted 


By J. R. McCarruy 


"THERE is no necessity to take the lives 
of rats and mice. Prof. Yoliptus- 
Counterbottom has discovered, through 
his lifetime study of the subject under the 
Holyhoke Foundation, that if these plea- 
sant little creatures are fed regularly with 
proper food, placed near their holes, they will 
not molest food intended for other mouths. 
Never slay mosquitoes. Dr. Pedarpus 
Podunk is authority for the statement that 
these winged, fairylike insects, hatched 
from the teeming shallows of ponds, really 
prefer vegetable to animal food. Instead 
of remorselessly slaying them, cultivate 
the habit of keeping green vegetation 
about you. The mosquitoes, by personal 
preference, will dine on this. In case you 
contemplate a walk in desert country, or a 
sea voyage, it might be well to have a 
geranium, or some such attractive bloom, 
growing on your hat. This will require 
very little soil, and a canteen, slung over 
the shoulder, will supply moisture for 
the plant. 

The custom of clapping out the lives of 
the wavering moth-flies should not be 
countenanced in civilized society. These 
little wanderers do no harm in the ad- 
vanced stage in which we see them, ac- 
cording to Prophyl Axis, P.D.Q., of the 
bureau of research of Colossal College. 
They do have a habit of laying eggs, it is 
admitted, and the newly hatched young 
will dine, the learned professor says, on 
this and that. But instead of cutting 
short the happy lives of the winged adults, 
one should follow them about the room, 
making sure that they do not alight on any 
carpet or clothing. In this way their habit 
of depositing eggs can be circumvented. 
This delightful occupation is especially 
recommended for small boys and bored 
housewives. When the moth-fly is about 
to alight, a sudden gesture with both 
hands, or the quick flapping of an evening 
newspaper, will send him, we mean her, 
wavering upon her way. 


Mileage 
He—May I marry your daughter?” 
Father—Can you furnish her with the 
gasoline to which she’s been accustomed?” 
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The Old Oaken Bucket Is 
Once Again in Style 
By Sopnie E. Reprorp 


(500 81 Old Champagners, we all are 
abstainers, 
We’ve banished convivial fun! 
And father, dear father, would very much 
rather 
Go home when his day’s work is done. 
Goo-bi Tom and Jerry and Claret and 


We're all on a temperance spree! 
From Leeds to Pawtucket, the old Oaken 
Bucket 
Is drawing H20 for tea! 


CHORUS 

The Old Oaken Bucket is once again in 
style, 

And everybody’s wearing a prohibition 
smile! 

Old Deacon Crabtree looks like ne had 
the “pip”; 

Old Deacon Jones can’t get his morning 
“nip”; 

The Sullivans and Harrigans that hung 
around the bar, 

Now hang onto the doorway of the Five 
o'clock car; 

For—we all go home at twilight by the 
shortest way, 

Since the Old Oaken Bucket has come back 
to stay! 
It’s farewell Manhattan, 

Martini, 
So long, dear old Brandy and Schnapps! 
We’ve emptied instanter the bowl and 
decanter, 
Wherever the eagle wing flaps! 
So come all good sippers, get out your tin 
dippers, 
We'll sit round the curb of the well. 
Our sorrow—we’ll chuck it in the Old 
Oaken Bucket, 
While tales of Budweiser we'll tell! 


to Sweeney, 


The Lay of the Land 

“Jones,” said Brown, “do you know that 
there are two kinds of chickens?” 

“Yes,” laughed Jones, “poultry and 

human.” 

“‘And alike in one big respect.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Both kinds laying for mankind.” 
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Drawn by C. T. ANDERSON 


“Ye’VE COME HERE TO DISCHARGE ME! 
Don’t LIE ABOUT IT!” 
“No, no, Marig, no! 


$9? 


SAY GOOD-BYE: 


I ONLY CAME IN TO 


The Piffle About Pep 
By H. K. Esert 


OME of us can remember the time when 

judgmeut was respected in business, 

manners counted in social intercourse, 
and dignity se emed proper in the church. 

Now the first thing they ask of a man is, 
“Has he any pep?” 

Pep has put poise out for the count. 

The quiet, steady, thoughtful man who 
has his employer’s interests honestly at 
heart is outshone by the shallowpate who 
gurgles with easy enthusiasm and imparts 
to his labors a noisy and feverish activity. 

The courteous, self-contained gentle- 
man seems dull and old-fashioned in com- 
parison with the exuberant spirit who is 
hailed as “the life of the party.” 

The kindly, benevolent preacher of 
years agone is fast giving place to a mili- 
tant person who swears in the pulpit. 

A dash of pepper adds a fine flavor, but 
too much spoils the dish. 

This mania for pep has substituted jazz 
for music, sex stories for literature and 
slap-stick stuff for humor. 

It is responsible for short skirts and red 
cheeks; Charlie Chaplin mustaches and 

















Drawn by Mente Jonnson-+-A. L. L. 


Gettinc THE Hook. 
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THREE TYPES— 








129 So. State Street, Chicago 


ATERMAN’S Ideal Fountain Pen is the product of 
an organization that for the past thirty-six years has 
been making fountain 

the line of Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pens covers every 

proven advance in fountain pen construction. 


It includes the regular and safety 
and pump and lever filling devices of the self-filling types. 


Being pioneers and recognized leaders of the industry, 
we are the natural market for inventors with ideas that 
in their judgment would improve our product. 


No one is or has been keener to investigate these 
claims than we are, because it has been our intention 
from the first that if ever a better fountain pen than 
Waterman’s Ideal was made we would make it. 


It has happened and will happen again that fountain 
pens appear on the market with “talking point” devices 
that during our far greater experience we have already 
experimented with and found either impractical or inferi- 
or to devices of our own intended for the same purpose. 


The man, woman, or child who buys Waterman’s Ideal 
Fountain Pen gets 100% fountain pen efficiency because 
every material, process or device included in it has been 

longest years of experience and experiment 
as unequaled for its purpose. 

Back of every Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen is a 
world-wide service to assure its enduring satisfaction. 


Regular, Safety and Self-filling, $2.50 to $250 


Selection and Service 
at Best Stores Throughout the World 


L. E.Waterman Company, 191 Broadway,N.Y. 


24 School Street, Boston 


ns exclusively. Today 


pes of dropper filled 


17 Stockton Street, San Francisco 














embezzlement; automobile accidents and 
the shimmy. 

Children who ought to be spanked and 
sent to bed are goggled at by fond parents 
because they show pep. 

Old folks who ought to know better are 


| dragging their poor, complaining legs over 
| the dance floor to show they still have pep. 


Who started this preposterous piffle 


| about pep anyway? 


Financial Note 
Teacher—Where is the capital of the 


United States? 


Bright Lad—In Liberty Bonds! 
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His Burning Retort 
De Style—King George has sent coal 
to Canada. 
Gunbusta—That’s nothing; President 
Harding has sent Wood to the Philippines. 


What He Was Looking For 

“T do wish Harold,” said Mrs. Comely, 
“that you wouldn’t stare at other women 
so much. It’s very rude and is certainly 
no compliment to me.” 

“On the contrary, my dear,” replied the 
resourceful benedict, “‘I was looking to see 
if I could find a prettier face than yours 
and I confess I really cannot.” 





































DIAMONDS 


sine Cata’ log for bar- 9 
ains in Wrist Watches—Silk 


nted for 20 y ip to 
Yor S< Solid Gold and Platinum Watch 
studded with 20 fine diamonds. 


in 
id G Gold, 
hite Gold top. 
xtra values at 
$75 ~ 
Whatever you select wil! be sent pre- 
_— oe and ex: 
own hands. If satisfied pay 
fth'et'e of purchase price and keep 
balance in in eight equal monthly td. 
Men’s Watches at special 


LOFTIS BROS. & CO. 


= hey RELIABLE CREDIT JEWELERS 
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TWENTY NEW DRAWING IDEAS 


® devine, © penreyee yoaigaes 
beginners. 
. 7 . A oom 
Silla a nigh -4 ia a mite Sis $1.00 .00 
MACKAY STUDIO, 2929 Bambrey St., , Phila, Pa. 











itil Up Parnassus 
By Quin Avucustus Ryan 


ASKED the crude old Norse 
Who feeds our furnace and levels the 
grass 

To tell me about the beauties of 

Carrying out ashes. 

And he cackled and spoke, 

And I wrote as a line 

Whatever he said 

Between puffs on his smelly pipe. 

I sent it away 

To a magazine which is good because 

You have to cut its pages, 

And a letter came back saying it was 
wonderful— 

A true soliloquy of a simple soul, 

His soul expression—and they ran it. 

‘Soul expression,” my ear! 


A New Scientist 


Professor—Who was Voltaire, and for 


what was he noted? 

Stude—He was a famous scientist. He 
discovered the unit of electrical current, the 
volt. 

A Good Stance 

Boss—Have you a command of the 
English language? 

Applicant for Position—I’'m a golf player. 


When the World Is Out of Joint 

Grubb—Why do frogs croak so dismally? 

Dubb—Wouldn’t you with all those 
hops and one-half of one per cent a law? 








Cuticura Soap 
— The Safety Razor— 


Shaving Soap 


Caticurs Soap shaves without mag. Everywhere 25c. 

















A Genealogical Chart of the Lineal Descendants ¢ 


John Barleycorn 
By Laura Kirxwoop Piums 


Joun BARLEYCORN 
| 
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[ ae: | oy 
THe MorGANAtTic STRAIN THE Extract FAMILY OUTLAWS 
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THE Per Cent FAMILY 
Hair Tonic Jake Hootch 
Hard Cider Lemon Choc Beer 
Home Brews (Alcoholism) (The Family Bier) 
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REFORMED BRETHREN KICKLESS WONDERS Lost Hopes 
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Drawn by Norman ANTHONY 


Popular Illustrator—l’vE GOT TO TAKE THIS ILLUSTRATION TO THE “ SturFy Stories” 
MAGAZINE. 

His Wife—But you’vE ONLY. A BLANK BOARD THERE! 

“On, I’m coinc TO DRAW IT ON THE WAY DOWN IN THE TAXI.’ 
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The Pedant to His Love 


By Laura Lee Ranpa.i 


A® astrologer will show you 
That your Zodiac natal sign 

Will immediately throw you 

In conjunction close with mine. 
He will prove, beyond negation, 

That your star, which reigns above, 
Holds complete predestination, 

And ordains our mutual love. 


Psycho-analysts will tell you 
That your complex suits my own: 
Each reaction should impel you 
To be mine and mine alone. 
All your impulses toward spurning 
Indicate suppressed desire; 
I’m the one for whom you’re yearning 
With a fierce and Freudian fire. 


The Superior Sex 


\ OMAN is 

than man. 

She shows more backbone than he does— 
at night in evening dress. 

She is more discriminating than he is— 


superior and stronger 














eS GEES BE 107,100,000 
Square Miles .. eccene 3,027,000 
Number of Post Offices. rrye4 
Miles of Railway (1916) 250, 

Passengers carried .-..++--++++--00+ ~ 1,191 Boho 


Within reach of the call of 
your telephone are more other 
telephones than may be found in 
all the other countries of the 
world. This is made possible by 
the Bell System of telephone com- 
munication. 





The central administration of 
the Bell System by the American 
Telephone and Telegraph Com- 


pany— 
Provides for invention and 
scientific research. 


Provides for the economic 
manufacture of equipment. 


Provides for the standardiza- 


tion of methods. 





Better Service 


| f AY TRUNK LINES OF E BELL bi SYSTEN /- 7 7 
SI | z Connecting over 70,000 Cities. Rural Communities ‘ t } 
Winer 





BELL SYSTEM 
Telephones owned and olities ed = - 
wned .. 








Uniting a Nation 


Plans for future extensions. 
Insures financial stability. 


It is the complete cooperation 
between the central administra- 
tion and the many operating com- 
panies that produces nation-wide 
telephone service. 


It would be impossible for un- 
related organizations to provide 
the best service to the greatest 
number at the lowest rates. Only 
the united effort which insures 
continuous development of tele- 
phone communication can carry 
through that controlling purpose 
of the Bell System. 


“BELL SYSTEM” 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed toward 








who among men insists on crépe de chine 
next to his skin? 

She is cooler—what man can wear furs in 
August? 

The hair of her head is strong enough 
to bear the weight of a man. 

She can draw more interest than he can 
on an investment—in hose. 


sole of her shoe. 
And by a sidewise glance of her eye, 
she can draw a six-foot man to her side, 





|keep him in place the rest of his natural 
life. 
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Right 


desert——”’ 
“Hold on; liners don’t dock at deserts.”’ 
“Ves, they do. I’m talking about 
New York.” 





Her soul is thin and flexible, even as the | 


and with a cool straightforward glance, | 


A Few Intermissions 

“Mother,” exclaimed her heir apparent, 
“Mrs. Nibbs asked me if you and father 
quarreled all the tim.” 
| “Good gracious, son! What did you tell 
her?” 

“T said, ‘Oh, no. 
part of the time.’” 


Father isn’t home 


“|. and when the liner docked at the 














Learn to Dance 


You can learn Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two- 
Step, Waltz and latest “up-to-the-minute’, 
y im your own y the won- 
derful Peak System of Mail Instruction, 
New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no 
music needed; thousands taught successfully ; 


success « b 
Write for Special Terms. Send today for 
FREE information and surprisingly low offer. 
WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. B. 
Room 163 4737 Broadway, Chicago, I!. 


74a LEARN PIANO! 
This Interesting Free Book 

shows how you can become a skilled 
of piano or in your own 
bas ritten eset 
Suc- 
























YOUR CAR 


The price of some cars 
has come down—that of 
others has gone up. 

Which car will give you 
100% value for your needs? 

The best car made might 
not serve your require- 
ments as well as a cheaper 
one. 

You can have expert 
advice free of charge. If 
you want a car and will 
fill out this coupon com- 
pletely—furnishing addi- 
tional details of your 
needs, if necessary—you 
can obtain the unbiased 
service of the Motor De- 
partment of LEsLIE’s 
Week ty. This free ser- 
vice is now made availa- 
ble to readers of JUDGE. 


COUPON 
Harotp W. Stauson, M.E. 
Manager, Motor Department 
Lesuie’s WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
I am considering the purchase of a car 
to cost about ©.......... and am espe- 
cially interested in one of the.......... 


ete seGne Gandheanatseden eared (make) 
ai Seat aGh unas wanes hake bie ie (type) 
My requirements for a car are as follows: 
I sc oicdvncestinsscencccerdas 
Pins ck councscveodneseios 
Driven and cared for by | anes *shsagees 


Kind of roads over which car would be 
eee I have 
owned other cars of the following makes: 


The following cars of approximately 
the type in which I am interested are 
handled by dealers in my territory...... 


Please advise me as to the car best 
suited to my requirements. 


Tee eee eee eee ee ee eee eee eee eee 
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Slogan Americanus: Brew and Boost 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


Don Marquis’s Old Soak 


T last! At last! Vindicated! 
Ho, all ye who have been, are 


now or will be tipsy, intoxicated, 
inebriated, in your cups, fuddled, mellow, 
boozy, groggy, beery, pickled, topheavy, 
jagged, potvaliant, potulent, whittled, 
tight, primed, happy, muddled, corned, 
raddled, lushy, pi-eyed, three sheets in the 
wind, half-seas over, sewed up, stewed, 
obfuscated, cock-eyed—come all ye to the 
blessings invoked on your grape-crowned 
heads by our Plumed Knight and “Sun 
Dial’’ Champion, Don Marquis! 

Our Lord and Chief has given unto us the 
Book of the Hour which if you do not read, 
recite, memorize and boost is un-American. 
It is ‘The Old Soak and Hail and Fare- 
well!” (Doubleday, Page & Co.) Its 
motto might well be, “‘To drink water is 
human; to booze is divine.” 

Don is one of America’s greatest prod- 
ucts and one of its few great writers— 
satirist, poet, epigrammatist. Inthe mouth 
of the Old Soak he enlarges on the barroom 
as the very cornerstone of democracy, the 
home of the free and the roosting place of 
the brave. It bulges with humor, satire 
and solid smashes at the Blue Noses in 
every line. Nothing like it has appeared 
since Mr. Dooley. Don Marquis has the 
gift of smiling ridicule—the gift of Anatole 
France. The Old Soak is intellectual 
alcohol—too proof. 

The second part of the book contains 
poetry on the Question of the Hour. 
They are serio-comic reveries on the days 
and bums that are no more. Each poem 
is dedicated to some one who drank with 
Don—drank and laughed and reveled 
with him in cafés, back rooms, barrooms, 
and over the musty. Hypocrisy, fake and 
gloom have no place in Don’s makeup. 
He’s for life, joy and the pursuit of Scotch. 
You will enjoy these poems as you have 
not enjoyed a volume of poems since 
Anacreon and Omar. 


Look to Your Grinders 


you: gentle readers of JUDGE, have 
borne with me in my grouches, my 
dull weeks and my occasional clownings. 
You are all so human. I thank you! 
Well, let’s make this Boost Week. 
First of all I want to boost your teeth. 
You may go bald, you may even become 
deaf or have your pocket flask snitched— 
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but you can’t do witheut teeth! Look 
at the trouble we have in bringing our 
teeth into the world. Isn’t it worth while 
keeping them? No teeth—no chicken, no 
porterhouse, no walnuts. 

I am reading a book called “‘ Teeth and 
Health,” by Doctors Thomas J. Ryan and 
Edwin F. Bowers (G. P. Putnam’s Sons). 

I believe after reading this Romance of 
Molars that teeth are the very foundations 
of civilization—because civilization is 
founded on health. No teeth, no health. 

Iam willing to lay a wager that the 
trouble with our Blue-Law Glooms and 
our witch-finders is poor teeth. 
have more jaw than tooth. 

This book is unquestionably the best 
and most exhaustive study of the teeth 
ever made. It tells you how to take care 
of them, what sound teeth mean to the 
baby, and the foods that corrode the 
ivories. It ought to be placed in every 
school in the country. 


Those Zell People 
(COINCIDENCES are curious things. 


Whoever invented coincidences gave 
us something to think over. I’m thinking. 
For I have just come across “Zell’’ (Henry 
G. Aikman; Alfred A. Knopf). Every- 
body’s talking about “Zell.” It seems to 
be running right in back of “‘ Main Street” 
and “ Moon-Calf.” Franklin P. Adams. 
Edna Ferber, Hal Mencken and Johnny 
Farrar are all boosting it. So I dug into it. 
The boosters weren’t wrong. I now put 
my O.K. on this book as an entertaining 
work of American fiction. 

But about the coincidence. I had just 
finished Doctors Ryan and Bowers on 
teeth, when, on opening “Zell” (no book 
reviewer has a day off) I ran right into the 
protruding teeth of Winifred Zell. Win- 
ifred had a beak-nose and teeth—that 
spoiled her life. She couldn’t get on the 
stage, she couldn’t marry, and, living in 
a small town, her teeth were common 
talk. 

Winifred had a brother whose teeth 
were all right, but he had a bundle of 
suppressed desires that gave him a pain. 
He wanted to be a baritone. But he be- 
came a Good Citizen in the end and Win- 
ifred was killed by an automobile while 
trying to save the life of her brother. A 
powerful, pathetic story, well told. 

Next week we'll have a sober talk on 
the low visibility of kitchen mice. 
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How the Man in Maine 
Buys Oregon Apples 
? 


yee worn: lives through the interchange of 
products. California fruits are sold in Maine. 
Shoes made in New England are worn on the 
Pacific slope. Automobiles from Detroit traverse 
the Florida sands; the North smokes Southern 
tobacco. And so it goes. 


Advertising has played an all important part in 
fostering business growth. Without it we would 
retrograde half a century, or more. Business would 
stagnate; large institutions which build cheaply by 
large production would fade into oblivion; we 
would live in total ignorance of many things which 
might add to our wealth, health and happiness. 


The bread and butter of business depend on 
advertising, and your interest in it. 


Read the advertisements. They will be as pro- 
ductive of results to you as to the companies that pay 
for them. In half an hour, or less, you can learn 
much of many things that go to make life what it is. 


Read the advertising. It enables you to get more 
for your money by telling you what to buy. It is 
your guide to what’s yood to get. 


Read it—reflect on it—it pays 












































Fiction to make you enjoy 
life—aitd forget it— : 


BEAUTY 
By Rupert Hughes 


“Love of beauty is the root ofall *ugli-~ 
ness,” writes Rupert Hugties in his i 
novel. This powerful ro ¥ 6 the t 
thing that happens tec elia’ Blakeney, 
but that at the same time immortalizes 
the influence of her beauty and youth 
and vigor on the men and women of her 
set, is the author’s epic achievement. The 
story begins in a camp in the Adirondacks 
where a motley company of New York 
society folk were spending the fag-end of 
a perfect autumn. It ends on a Texan 
plain where Gad Larrick at last discovers 
what really happened to Clelia, and is 
encouraged to start life anew. Illustrated 
by W. T. Benda. $2.00. 


THE SEVENTH ANGEL 
By Alexander Black 


The Boston Herald writes: “ Beyond 
doubt, Alexander, Black is a novelist of 
power and originality. 

The New York Tribune calls it: “A 
digression in form, for it merges brief, 
pithy discussions of social facts with the 
incident and accident of a love story 
that threads many mazes before arriving 
at finalities. A book full of thought for 
honest and profitable rumination, and 
yet with a happy measure of merriment 
and brilliant talk.” 

The Chicago Post writes: “‘ As in ‘The 
Great Desire,’ Mr. Black gives us an 
array of intimate, colorful, extraordi- 
narily living pictures of New York life. 
It is safe to say that no novelist under- 
stands the first city of the land with such 
sympathetic insight as Alexander Black.” 

$2.00. 


THE MADONNA OF 
THE HILLS 
By Arthur Guy Empey 


The New York Times writes: “A tale 
with plenty of incident, the story of a 
fight . . . the struggle of a girl against 
the forces of New York’s underworld.” 
The Baltimore Sun writes: ‘‘ The work is 
full of the same exuberance that made his 
“Over the Top” a record-breaking seller. 
There is not a dull moment in his swiftly 
moving story. The book contains 
much real fun, and here and there are 
bits that make a lump rise in one’s 
throat and tears come to the eyes. It is 
worth reading.”” The St. Louis Post- 
Despatch writes: “‘He has a knack for 
abbreviation and invention and knows 
how to bear a tale swiftly, funnily, and to 
the point.’”’ $2.00. 
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STAR DUST 


By Fannie Hurst 


Here’s the first novel by this famous 
short story writer. -It js the story of a 
young weman Wwho- is*.married off by 
adoring parents: before, #ge has had time 
to discover herself. ““Hidw. three weeks af- 
ter her marriage sh¢ runs.aw 'y,.and pro-* 
ceeds to work oiit. hey own 
how she fights to achieve in he ughter 
her own thwarted ambition, m up’ 
the searching story of “Star Dust.,”; The . 
Philadelphia Record writes: ‘“‘Star* 
Dust’ is written in Miss Hurst’s usual at- 
tractive style. Her characters are well- 
drawn and are full of the customary good 
and evil that adorn and defile humanity.” 
The Boston Globe calls ““Star Dust’: 
“A striking, powerful and absorbing 
story, with unusually fine character draw- 
ing.” $2.00. 


THE SILVER SIXPENCE 
By Ruth Sawyer 

Whether or not you have read “Dr. 
Danny,” “Seven Miles to Arden,” 
“‘Leerie’’ and Ruth Sawyer’s other de- 
lightful stories, you ought not to miss 
this new novel. You will love “The 
Silver Sixpence” with its refreshing 
philosophy and delightful heroine who 
believes in her fellow men. The New 
York Times writes: It is like a whiff of 
clean, fresh air, straight out of country 
fields, blowing down slummy city streets. 
The San Francisco Bulletin calls it: 
“A clever and delightful romance told 
around a moving picture star and a 
professor’s daughter, who is to inherit 
millions on condition that she successfully 
invests 20,000 dollars. The girl backs a 
first play with the money; and how her 
venture turns out makes an absorbing 
tale.”” Illustrated, $2.00. 


ON SECRET SERVICE 
By W. N. Taft 

Twenty-four rattling good detective 
stories, based on actual exploits of our 
Secret Service operatives. The Boston 
Herald writes: “The themes of the 
stories vary as widely as the range of 
human passions and human cunning.” 
The Chicago Evening Post says: “‘ There 
is no attempt to be melodramatic; 
the interest of the episodes is sufficient to 
banish exclamation points. ... Here, 
one fancies, is the real detective as he 
does not ordinarily appear between 
covers.” The New York Tribune says: 
“They challenge the imagination of the 
most adept of spinners of detective 
stories in their records of criminal 
audacities and shrewd amalyses. .. . 
A bad book to open at 10 p.m.” $2.00. 







HARPER & BROTHERS 
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THE MYSTERIOUS RIDER 
By Zane Grey 


Zane Grey’s new novel has been 
hailed by the public and critics alike as 
his masterpiece. Even more than its 
predecessors, it catches the Western 
spirit of freedom. In story, character 
and setting its pages breathe the freedom 
which is the balm of American life. 
Here’s your chance to discover why the 
American public paid over $1,500,000 to 
read Zane Grey’s book last year and will 
by all indications pay more next year. 
Why people who never read fiction and 
people who read every type of fiction, 
read Zane Grey. “The Mysterious 
Rider” is a story of great spaces, of 
color, of fire, of action. You'll find it 
wholesome, different. As one critic writes: 
“Its characters are not neurotic; they 
are nervy.” Illustrated $2.00. 


SCATTERGOOD BAINES 
* By Clarence Budington Kelland 


Make Scattergood’s acquaintance—he 
is a charming companion. His story is 
refreshing and real. The things this 
shrewd, witty Yankee philosopher says 
are becoming part of the American lan- 
guage. John W. Davis, Director of the 
Department of Education of New York 
City wrote to the publishers: “I enjoyed 
it to the full. ... Ihave just finished 
reading it for the second time. Scatter- 
good is a wonderful combination of 
Socrates and David Harum, and when he 
begins to wiggle his toes and think aloud 
he injects some of the wisdom of Solomon 
into his remarks.” $2.00. 


THE FILM MYSTERY 
By Arthur B. Reeve 


takes Craig Kennedy, scientific detective 
into the secret councils of the film world | 
and to the startling discovery that a 
beautiful screen idol may be her com- 
pany’s worstenemy. He unravels one of 
the most ingenious criminal plots ever 
conceived and finds a pretty film star at 
the bottom of it. And at the top of it— 
for it is her mysterious death he is called 
in to clear up. 

“Excitement runs rampant from 
cover to cover. In addition to all that 
it is an exceedingly clever piece of liter- 
ary work.”’—Baltimore Sun. 

“How the invincible Kennedy convicts 
the murderer on the evidence of the 
camera is what Rosalind would call, 
‘wonderful and yet again wonderful, and 
after that out of all whooping!’”—San 
Francisco Chronicle. $2.00. 
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